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THE  VIRGINIA  MUMMY. 

— ♦ 

SCENE  I.— Street  before  an  Hotel — door , c. 

Captain  Rifle  enters , l. 

Rifle.  Well,  here  I am  once  again ; once  more  amid 
the  balmy  atmosphere  that  gives  the  life,  the  joy*,  the 
animation  to  all  my  retrospections.  I am  afraid  Lucy 
will  scarcely  know  me,  for  a two  years  campaign  on  onr 
Western  frontier  changes  a man’s  complexion,  Sis  a 
camelion  does  its  colour.  I will  first  see  if  there  be  any 
letters  from  my  old  dad  at  the  Post-office.  Here, 
waiter ! 

Enter  Ginger  Blue,  c. 

Ginger.  Did  you  call  me,  massa  ? 

Rifle.  I called  the  waiter.  Are  you  he  ? 

Ginger.  I ar  one  ob  clem. 

Rifle.  “ I ar  one  ob  dem  !”  and  how  many  does  it  take 
to  make  one  of  dem  ? 

Ginger.  Dar’s  whar  you  hab  me.  I guess  it  takes  a 
right  smart  chap,  anyhow. 

Rifle.  Well,  you  are  an  original. 

Ginger.  No,  I’m  a Virginian.  * - 

Rifle.  Ha ! ha ! ha ! Come  here,  can  you  go  an 
errand  for  me  ? 

Ginger.  If  you  isn’t  sent  nobody  else. 

Rifle.  What  do  you  ask  me  that  for  ? 

Ginger.  ’Cause  if  dar’s  two,  we’ll  be  sure  to  quarrel 
’bout  de  pay  when  we  come  back. 
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Rifle.  But  suppose  I don’t  choose  tq  pay  you — what 
then  will  be  the  consequences  ? 

Ginger.  It  will  be  rather  hard  to  hear  you,  when  the 
bell  rings. 

Rifle.  Ha ! ha  ! ha  ! He  has  a reason  for  his  duplicity, 
but  not  experience  enongh  to  conceal  it.  Well,  go  to 
the  Post-office,  and  ask  if  there  be  any  letters  for  Captain 
Rifle  ; and  if  so  bring  them  direct  to  me.  Here,  sir,  is 
a dollar  for  you.  (gives  Mm  money. ) 

Ginger.  Look  here,  you  isn’t  Capten  Rifles,  dat  sold 
massa  de  coal  ? 

Rifle.  What ! do  you  take  me  for  a coal  merchant  P 
I am  Captain  Rifle,  of  the  army ! 

Ginger.  Is  you  a sojar  ? 

Rifle.  Ask  no  further  questions,  but  be  gone. 

Ginger.  Well,  massa;  I only  axt.  (Exit,  c. 

Rifle.  I am  afraid  that  stupid  negro  will  make  some 
mistake.  I must  contrive  some  way  to  see  Lucy — her 
old  guardian,  Doctor  Galen,  always  hated  me,  because  I 
never  would  reconcile  myself  to  the  pestle  and  mortar. 
However,  I’ll  now  to  my  room,  and  devise  means  to 
announce  my  arrival.  (j Exit,  c. 

Enter  Dr.  Galen  and  Charles,  l. 

Charles.  Here’s  the  advertisement,  and  I have  given 
orders  to  continue  the  publication  till  further  notice. 

Galen.  That’s  right ; let  me  see.  (reads')  “ Mummy,” 
— excellent — u Dr.  Galen,  being  anxious  to  try  the  virtue 
of  his  new  invented  Compound  Extract  of  Live-for-ever, 
upon  the  mortal  remains  of  Egypt  and  China,  will  give 
the  highest  price  for  embalmed  mummies.  For  further 
particulars,  please  to  call  at  his  office,  Exchange  Buildings.” 
This  is  excellent.  How,  if  I can  only  resuscitate  life 
that  has  been  extinct  for  three  thousand  years,  why 
vanish,  all  ye  quacks  and  diabolical  imposters — the 
world  shall  all  begin  anew.  The  glorious  battles  of 
Major  Pornpey  and  General  Caesar  shall  be  repeated  like 
an  opera  at  the  theatre,  while  I stand  upon  the  mount 
of  Etna,  and  pour  down  my  new  invented  compound  ex- 
tract of  Live-for-ever.  ( crosses  to  l.} 
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Chables.  But,  sir,  suppose  you  should  try  it  on  some 
person  who  has  been  dead  a week,  or  three  days  ; or, 
say  one  day,  and  i£  it  sueeeeds,  why  then,  try  it  on  your 
mummies. 

Galen.  Why,  you  impudent  jaek-a-napes  you;  you 
thing  of  no  penetration.  Do  you  think  I have  studied 
for  twenty-five  years  to  procure  an  antidote  to  bring 
back  the  life  of  this  degenerate  mankind  ? No  ! ’tis  for 
the  days  of  King  Solomon,  King  Pharoah,  King  Brutus, 
and  King  Crusoe ! 

Chables.  I beg  your  pardon,  sir;  but  I don’t  re- 
member ever  reading  of  King  Crusoe. 

Galen.  Who  said  you  did  ? I never  read  of  him. 
myself ; I only  heard  of  him. 

Chables.  What  country,  sir,  was  this  King  Crusoe 
of? 

Galen.  He  was  from  no  country,  but  from  the 
Norwegian  Islands,  and  the  first  man  that  discovered 
America. 

Chables.  Well,  sir.;  was  this  three  thousand  years 
ago? 

Galen.  More  than  that,  sir;  it  was  lcng  before  the 
battle  of  Waterloo  1 (Chables  laughs  aside — is  noticed 
by  the  Doctob  who  becomes  enraged .)  What  are  you 
giggling  at,  you  impudent  rascal  ? get  out  of  my 
sight,  this  instant.  (Exit  Charles,  l.  1 e.)  What  is 
society  coming  to  ? and  ignorance  is  paramount  to 
everything.  No  matter,  I shall  not  let  him  see  me 
perform  the  operation  on  a mummy,  nor  shall  he  know 
the  ingredients  I use.  When  I die  I shall  will  the 
receipt  to  the  college,  to  be  performed  on  me  at  the 
expiration  of  one  thousand  years ; then  I shall  publish  a 
work  of  my  other  world’s  peregrinations. 

Enter  Lucy,  l, 

Lucy.  La,  guardian  ; what  have  you  done  to  Charles  ? 
He’s  as  sacred  as  if  he  was  going  to  be  married. 

Galen.  An  impertinent  blockhead  When  I was 
diffusing  into  his  thick  skull  the  knowledge  of  my  art, 
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he  burst  out  laughing  in  my  face,  and  paid  no  more 
attention  to  me,  than  if  I was  a cook  or  butler. 

Lucy.  Now,  guardian,  tell  me  who  is  this  handsome 
young  man  you  have  destined  for  my  husbrnd  ? 

Galen.  He  is  a professor  of  zoological  subjects;  I saw 
him  this  morning,  busily  employed  in  stuffing  a 
Rhinosceros  which  I intend  to  purchase,  to  place  among 
my  collection. 

Lucy.  Oh  ! la ! marry  a man  with  such  a profession 
— he’s  worse  than  a gravedigger ! 

Galen.  Science  and  knowledge,  before  profession. 

Lucy.  (Jialf  twicle)  I wonder  where  Captain  Rifle  is  P 

Galen.  What’s  that  you  say  ? you  want  to  know 
where  Captain  Rifle  is  ? Dead,  I hope.  I wouldn’t 
bring  him  to  life,  if  there  was  not  another  man  in  the 
world ! 

Lucy.  Ah  ! now  consider,  my  dear  guardian. 

Galen.  I shan’t  consider  anything  but  mummies,  so 
go  along,  and  put  this  love  out  of  your  head.  ( Exeunt , l. 

Enter  Captain  Rifle,  c. 

Rifle.  How  long  that  fellow  stays.  I have  been 
beating  my  brains  ever  since,  trying  to  find  out  a plan 
to  introduce  myself,  but  not  one  can  I hit  upon.  Oh, 
here  comes  that  fellow  at  last. 

Enter  Ginger,  l. 

Why  one  would  have  thought  you  1 ad  gone  to  Paris. 

Ginger.  Can’t  help  what  de  people  tink. 

Rifle.  Well,  did  you  get  any  letters  for  me  ? 

Ginger.  No,  dar  wasn’t  any  for  you  ; but  here’s  an 
armful  I buy’d  for  wrapping  paper.  Will  any  ob  dem 
do? 

Rifle.  No  ! was  there  ever  such  a perfect  stupid  ink 
bottle. 

Ginger.  I ax  de  man  when  he  ’spect  you  going  to  hab 
some. 

Rifle.  Well,  and  what  did  he  say  ? 
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Ginger.  Why,  he  say,  clar  out,  you  dam  nigger,  and 
don’t  ax  gemmen  questions  ! 

Rifle.  I am  not  astonished  at  the  answer.  You  will 
give  me  the  change,  and  bring  me  the  morning  paper. 

Ginger.  If  I don’t  bring  dis  mornin’s,  I’ll  bring  de 
oder  mornin’s  paper. 

Rifle.  Bring  me  this  morning’s,  and  no  other.  Here, 
take  this  for  your  blundering  trouble.  ( gives  him  money.) 

Ginger.  Tank  you,  massa ; but  what  are  you  goin’  to 
do  wid  de  oder  rest  of  it  ? 

Rifle.  Pat  it  in  my  pocket.  What  makes  you  so 
anxious  to  know  ? 

Ginger.  Oh,  nothing ! only  it  might  fall  out. 

Rifle.  Do  you  get  out,  and  bring  the  paper.  (Exit 
Ginger,  l.)  The  rascal  seems  to  be  between  the  two, 
cunning  as  well  as  stupid.  Now,  let  me  see ; shall  I say 
a gentleman  from  the  South  wants  advice,  or  shall  I say 
I am  a learned  Greek  doctor,  come  to  reside  in  his  neigh- 
bourhood, and  wish  to  have  his  countenance  ? No,  I 
have  it ; I’ll  say 

Ginger  enters  with  newspaper , l. 

Ginger.  Here’s  de  paper,  massa. 

Rifle.  Well,  what  does  the  paper  say  ? 

Ginger.  I doesn’t  know;  he  habn’t  spoke  a word 
yet. 

Rifle.  Give  it  here,  (takes paper  and  reads)  u Foreign 
Intelligence.” 

Ginger.  Who  is  he,  I wonder  ? 

Rifle.  “ Mummies  wanted  ! ” (reads  Galen’s  adver- 
tisement;)  Zound’s ! this  is  Lucy’s  old  guardian.  I 
wonder  where  I can  purchase  a mummy  ? I am  afraid  I 
shall  find  them  a rather  scarce  article  in  market.  I have 
it ! I will  have  a dead  body  dug  up,  then  smoke  it,  and 
roll  it  up  in  several  old  sheets—  put  it  into  a box  stained 
with  a few  hieroglyphics,  and  I defy  old  Nick  himself  to 
detect  the  cheat.  Ginger,  come  here ; do  you  know 
where  the  undertaker  lives  ? 

Ginger.  Who  is  dem  ? 

Rifle.  People  who  attend  the  funerals. 

Ginger.  De  lord  knows!  I doesn’t  want  to  knowdcm* 
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Rifle.  Do  yon  know  where  I can  get  a dead  body  ? 

Ginger.  Yes,  I does. 

IJjfle.  Where? 

Ginger.  Ole  massa  Lander’s  nigger  shot  a deer  dis 
mornin’. 

Rifle.  I mean  a human  body. 

Ginger.  A human  body,  what’s  dat? 

Rifle.  A dead  man. 

Ginger.  I know  where  you  can  get  a man  dead  drunk. 

Rifle.  Where  ? you  stupid.  But — where — who- - 

Ginger.  Only  you  pay  for  de  liquor,  and  de  apparition 
stand  right  afore  you. 

Rifle.  I can’t  get  any  information  out  of  this  fellow, 
I will  see  the  landlord,  (crosses  r.)  Stay  you  here,  till  I 
return.  ( Exit , r. 

Ginger.  I wonder  what  he  goin’  to  do  wid  de  inhuman 
dead  body.  I guess  he  goin’  to  make  de  doctor’s  stuff. 
I’ll  be  mighty  careful  how  I drink  de  wine  at  de  dinner 
table.  I isn’t  gwan  to  fetch  the  gemman’s  luggage,  I 
find  myself  a dead  nigger.  Be  careful,  Ginger  Blue,  you 
isn’t  a fool  like  de  white  folks,  git  up  in  de  mornin’,  and 
wonder  why  dey  can’t  find  themselves. 

Rifle.  ( re-enter , r.)  The  landlord  isn’t  me,  and  I have 
thought  of  another  scheme.  Here,  Ginger,  is  a silver 
dollar  for  you.  How  long  can  you  hold  your  tongue, 
without  speaking  ? 

Ginger.  Well,  I guess  I can  hold  my  tongue  till  I git 
about  tired. 

Rifle.  Can  you  shut  your  mouth  ? — not  speak 
without  I told  you  ? 

Ginger.  Yes.  S’pose  you  tell  me  to  speak  to  dem  I 
don’t  associate  wid ! how  I gwan  to  do  den  ? 

Rifle.  Suppose  you  don’t  speak  at  all  ! 

Ginger.  Den  it  be  de  best  way  for  me  to  say  notink 

Rifle.  So  it  will.  Now,  listen 

(Ginger  goes  to  l.,  and  stands  at  the  door  listening.') 

Rifle.  What  the  devil  are  you  doing  there  ? 

Ginger.  Hush ! I’se  listening’.  Don’t  you  want  me 
to  listen  ? 
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Rifle.  No,  no  ; come  here  to  me.  I want  you  now  to 
make  folks-  believe  you  are  a mummy. 

Ginger.  Whose  mommy  ? # 

Rifle.  You  don’t  understand.  I said  mummy,,  not 
mommy.  A mummy  is  a dead  man,  preserved  in  spices, 
and  put  into  a coffin— then  deposited  in  a tomb,  and 

never  moulders  away.  „ . 

Ginger.  And  so  you  want  to  fix  me  up  in  da*  way ! 
Massa,  de  weadder  am  too  hot ; I wouldn’t  keep  from 
now  till  Sunday. 

Rifle.  I want  you  only  to  have  the  appearance  ot  it, 
to  make  people  think  you  are  a mummy,  when  you  are 

only  Ginger  Blue.  _ — , , 

Ginger.  Well,  did  you  eber  hear  de  like  ? You  re  too 

dam  smart  for  dis  nigger. 

Rifle,  (crossing  to  r.)  Come  along  after  me  to  my 
room,  where  I will  dress  and  paint  you,  and  give  you  a 
lesson  how  too  keep  silence.  # 

Ginger.  How  is  you  gwan  to  paint  me,  massa  i lake 

a sira  ^ 

Rifle.  No,  like  a mummy;  white,  black,  green,  blue, 
and  a variety  of  colours. 

Ginger.  Put  in  plenty  of  glue,  so  de  white  paint  won  t 
rub  off ! 

Rifle.  Above  all,  don’t  breathe  loud. 

Ginger.  I mind  dat,  wheneber  I’se  gwan  to  brefe,  I 
put  my  hat  up  to  my  mouf. 

Rifle.  Then  they  will  be  sure  to  find  you  out.  . 
Ginger.  Neber  mind  dat,  I’ll  swear  blach  is  white , I 
is  a mummy! 

Rifle.  But  you  must  be  silent  as  death,  and  it  you 
succeed,  I’ll  give  you  a five  dollar  piece. 

Ginger.  Bat’s  a whole  month  s wages.  But  what  .be 
I gwan  to  do  when  I git  hungry  ? you  know  de  mummies 
couldn’t  lib  widout  dey  hab  de  wittles. 

Rifle.  I will  be  near,  and  you  shall  not  want  for  any- 
thing. But  you  must  try  to  remember  that  mummies 
are  dead,  and  never  eat. 

Ginger.  Yes,  but  I’m  to  be  a live  mummy. 
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Rifle.  Well  any  way,  so  you  answer  my  purpose. 
€ome,  we  have  little  time  to  lose.  (Exit  Rifle,  c. 


Songy 


(Exit  Ginger,  c. 


SCENE  II.  A room  in  Galen's  house— Palette  and 
ru,s  les  on.  Charles  and  O’Leary  discovered  — 
Charles  at  ease,  painting  from  loa  constrictor,  which 
, . AEY  holds ' — pestle,  with  mortar  on  — table  and 
chairs  bottle,  vials,  dc.,  on  table. 


O’Leary.  Sure,  when  Nature  moulded  the  creature 
she  had  some  very  whimsical  ideas  about  her,  whin  she 
made  such  a thing. 

Charles.  I have  almost  finished,  hold  up  his  head, 
till  1 get  the  expression  of  his  eyes. 

O’Leary.  His  eyes!  Sure  his  eyes  is  like  Paddy’s 
lighthouse,  seen  as  well  in  a mist  as  a fog. 

Charles.  What  are  you  chatting  about  there,  you 
rhubarb  pounding  booby.  ’ 3 

. 0'fEATtY'  SEre>  is  there  any  harm  in  spakin’ ? and 
isn  t his  eyes  close  shut,  as  Barney  Loughlin’s  whiskey 
shop  on  a Sunday  mornin’  ? J 

. Oharles.  Well,  lay  it  aside,  you  booby ; it’s  as  fine  an 
imitation  or  an  anaconda  as  two  peas. 

O’Leary.  As  two  peas  ? Sure,  then,  one  of  them  may 
be  m a pod.  J 

Charles.  How  so  ? 

O’Leary.  Sure,  isn’t  this  one  straight  out  like  a crooked 
stick,  and  isn  t the  other  screw’d  up  as  if  he  had  the 
cramp  f 

Charles.  Ha  ! ha  ! ha ! It’s  his  common  position. 

O Leary.  Then  it’s  very  common.  But,  Mr.  Charles 
it  you  want  animals,  why  don’t  you  paint  a Rynoserious  ! 

Oharles.  Rynoserious  ! Rhinoceros,  you  mean. 

11. '^7'  TeU’  didQ,t  1 say  Ryno-so-ros.  Och!  but 
wouldn  t that  be  a beautiful  subject  ? 

Charles.  Where  did  you  ever  see  one  ? 

O’Leary.  I saw  one  on  the  ship  I came  over  in.  They 
had  him  hangin’  up  in  a cage  wid  the  canary  bird  ! 

Charles.  Ha  ! ha ! ha ! A rhinoceros  hanging  up 
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with  a canary  bird ! If  yon  had  told  that  to  the  sailors 
they  would  have  pitched  you  overboard. 

O’Leary.  No,  they  wouldn’t  have  pitched  me  over- 
board ; they  were  not  as  desartly  of  breeding  as  you  are, 
Mr.  Charles;  they  was  gintlemen,  and  so  was  the 
captain,  and  so  was  the  steerage  passenger,  Mr.  O’Leary. 
Charles.  Well,  but,  Mr.  O’Leary,  I meant  no  offence. 
O’Leary,  ( turns  to  •pestle  and  mortar)  Oh,  git  out,  ye 
dirty  rattle-snake  painter ; you  ain’t  fit  to  paint  a school 

house  fence.  . , 

Charles.  .And  instead  of  mixing  medicine,  you  ought 

to  be  mixing  mortar.  T 

O’Leary.  Sure,  and  haven  1 1 done  that  already.  . It 
was  there  I got  my  hand  in,  or  how  the  divil  do  you  think 
I could  be  a doctor,  and  mixing  up  things,  if  I hadn  t a 

little  practice ! , 

Charles.  And  a pretty  doctor  you  are,  too  ; you  can  t 
tell  a box  of  pills  from  a bottle  of  Swain’s  Panacea. 

O’Leary.  Sure,  can’t  I taste  them,  and  all  the  effects 
they  have  upon  the  system. 

Charles,  Ha!  ha!  ha!  was  there  ever  such  a clod. 
Now,  Mr.  O’Leary,  what  would  you  do,  suppose  you  saw 
a man  fall  out  of  a garret  window  ? _ 

O’Leary.  What  would  I do?  Pick  him  up,  to  be 

j sure. 

Charles.  Ha ! ha ! ha ! 

O’Leary.  You  may  laugh  as  much  as  you  please,  Mr. 
Charles;  I won’t  tell  the  doctor  how  you  want  to  be 
swate-hearting  Miss  Lucy. 

Charles.  Silence ; here  comes  the  doctor. 

Enter  Galen,  l. 

Now,  I shall  be  able  to  try  my  experiments.  Here’s  a 
letter  from  a gentleman  just  arrived  from  Grand  Cairo, 
Egypt,  that  has  a mummy,  taken  from  the  Pyramids, 
three  thousand  years  old. 

O’Leary.  That’s  some  time  before  I was  bom. 

Galen.  Now,  Charles,  let  the  incredulous  tremble, 
and  those  who  have  laughed  at  discovery,  kneel  down 
and  beg  for  mercy. 
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Chables.  When  will  it  be  here  ? 

Galen.  I expect  it  every  minute.  Now,  Charles,  I 
want  you  as  soon  as  I restore  it  to  life,  to  be  ready  with 
pen,  ink,  and  paper,  to  write  his  history,  which  I intend 
to  have  translated  into  French,  German,  Latin,  Greek, 
and  Irish, 

Chables.  But  what  language  will  it  speak,  sir  ? for  if 
it  don’t  speak  plain  English,  I shall  not  be  able  to  under- 
stand  it, 

O’Leaby.  (b.)  If  it’s  the  sweet  mother  Irish,  jist  rowl 
yer  eye  about,  and  you’ll  find  O’Leary  close  to  your 
elbow. 

Galen.  I have  it ; go  you  for  the  village  schoolmaster, 
who  has  recently  opened  school  in  the  neighbourhood, 
and  he  shall  be  the  one  to  do  the  business. 

Chables.  (aside)  And  a pretty  business  I’m  afraid 
he’ll  make  of  it.  ( Exit , l. 

Galen.  Now,  let  me  see  if  everything  is  ready,  (goes 
to  box  and  takes  out  large  bottle)  This  is  the  elixir  to  make 
a marble  statue  speak.  Now,  O’Leary,  have  everything 
in  its  proper  place ; my  knives,  my  saws,  my  augers, 
gimlets,  &c. 

O’Leaby.  Faith,  everything  will  be  ready  as  the  wake 
of  Teddy  Roe. 

Galen.  I believe  I had  better  add  half  an  ounce  of 
alcohol,  to  kill  the  taste  of  the  assafoedita ; and  you, 
O’Leary,  get  a bottle  of  Thomsonian,  No.  6.,  to  rub  him 
with,  in  case  that  change  of  climate  give  him  a cold. 

Lucy  enters  l.  1 e. 

Lucy.  Doctor,  breakfast  is  ready. 

Galen.  Bring  it  here,  I have  no  time  now  to  leave 
the  office.  O’Leary,  remain  you  here  to  receive  the 
mummy.  (Exeunt  Lucy  and  Galen,  l. 

O’Leaby.  What  the  divil  is  he  going  to  do  wid  the 
mummy?  Faith,  Charles  tould  me  it  was  a dead  man, 
wrapped  up  in  a napkin  of  molasses.  I begin  to  think 
it’s  a big  fish. 
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Enter  Charles,  l. 

Charles.  O’Leary — O’Leary — it’s  come — it’s  come, 
and  owner  with  it,  who  is  in  full  dress,'  original  costume 
of  his  native  country  ! 

O’Leary.  In  full  dress — the  costume  of  Ids  country  ? 
— and  isn’t  a full  dress  the  costume  of  all  countries,  you 
Hottentot ; and  would  you  have  a man  go  half  naked  ? 

Charles.  Now,  we  shall  see.  I have  often  read  about 
mummies,  but  never  saw  one.  Only  fancy,  a man  that 
lived  three  thousand  years  ago  ! 

O’Leary.  That’s  nothing ; St.  Patrick  lived  before 
the  world  was  made. 

Charles.  Ha ! ha ! ha ! That’s  as  bad  as  the 
Rhinosceros  and  the  canary  bird.  Stand  aside ! here 
comes  the  doctor  and  the  owner. 

Enter  Dr.  Galen  with  a bottle , and  Captain  Rifle  in  a 
Persian  suit , l. — all  bow  to  Captain. 

Galen.  Welcome  to  the  young  world,  as  it  is  called  in 
Captain  Cook’s  life. 

Rifle.  Sir,  I thank  you;  and  ere  we  part,  we  will  be 
better  acquainted. 

Galen.  If  not,  sir,  then  I have  degenerated  greatly. 

O’Leary.  He’s  got  hat  on  like  a washerwoman. 

Charles.  And  an  overcoat  like  a short  gown. 

Rifle.  How  many  inmates  have  you  in  your  house, 
sir? 

Galen.  My  wife,  my  ward  Lucy,  and  myself ; the 
others  you  see  are  my  domestics,  except  the  young  man, 
who  is  an  artist,  and  has  been  employed  in  painting*  my 
ward’s  portrait. 

Rifle.  Sir,  I bow  submission  to  genius. 

Galen.  But,  come,  sir  ; now  for  inspecting  the  mummy. 

Rifle.  Handle  it  very  careful,  for  it  is  very  old,  and 
unused  to  being  in  its  present  situation. 

Galen.  Come,  Charles  ; come,  O’Leary ; don’t  be  in 
too  great  a haste.  Take  care,  there  ; be  careful. 

( Exeunt  Galen,  Charles,  and  O’Leary,  l. 

Rifle,  I see  nothing  of  my  Lucy ! But,  so  far — so 
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good.  If  blackey  only  keeps  still,  I defy  them  to  find 
out  the  cheat. 

'Re-enter  Galen,  Charles,  awl  O’Leary,  with  mummy, 
case . 

Galen.  There,  now ; set  it  down,  and  let  it  be  opened 
immediately.  Shut  the  windows,  and  the  doors,  so  that 
the  spicy  fragrance  may  not  escape.  (O’Leary  goes  up 
and  shuts  windoiv—AiA*  commence  hammering  at  the  sarco- 
phagous the  Doctor  ivith  a hammer  and  chisel  at  head * 

Charles  and  O’Leary  at  the  foot.) 

Ginger.  ( piside ) Look  here ! what  de  debil  is  you 
about  ? J 

(All  stagger  bade  from  coffin.) 

Rifle.  Gentlemen — gentlemen,  what  are  you  about  ? 

Galen.  Was  it  you,  Mr.  Egyptian  ? Why,  I declare,  * 
I thought  the  voice  came  from  the  coffin. 

Rifle.  You  will  knock  it  all  to  pieces,  sir.  Give  me 
the  hammer,  (he  opens  it.) 

All.  What  a curiosity. 

(O’Leary  goes  up  to  touch  it.) 

Galen.  Don’t  touch  it!  don’t  touch  it.  In  what  a 
perfect  state  of  preservation.  The  expression  of  the  eye 
has  all  its  natural  lustre. 

Rifle,  (aside)  It  works  well.  I must  contrive  to 
retire  to  some  other  apartment,  or  I shall  burst  with 
laughter. 

Galen.  Mr.  Egyptian,  while  I am  trying  the  experi- 
ment, you  may  amuse  yourself  in  the  garden,  or  in  the 
library,  or  with  a chat  with  my  ward,  Lucy. 

Rifle.  With  all  my  heart ! 

G len.  Come,  sir;  I will  introduce  you.  This  way, 
if  } ou  please.  (Exeunt  Galen  and  Rifle,  r. 

O’Leary,  (l.  of  coffin)  And  is  that  what  you  call  a 
mummy  ? It  looks  for  all  the  world  like  a smoked  hog ! 

Charles,  (r.  of  coffin)  Poor  fellow  ! he  little  thought 
three  thousand  years  ago  that  he  was  to  be  brought  here, 
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to  recite  the  adventures  of  the  other  world.  Now,  as  I 
think  of  it,  and  as  I will  not  have  a better  opportunity, 
I’ll  go  and  get  my  palette,  brush,  and  paints  and  take  a 
sketch.  ( Exit , r. 

O’Leary.  See  here,  Mr.  Charles ; don’t  lave  me  alone 
wid  this  black  looking  mummy.  Och  ! sure,  and  isn’t 
he  dead,  and  what  the  divil  should  I be  afraid  of  it  for  ? 
Oh,  but  it’s  a mighty  quare  looking  thing  intirely.  Be 
the  powers  ! what  would  Mrs.  O’Leary  say,  if  she  was 
jist  to  have  a squint  at  it?  There’s  nobody  nigh,  I’ll 
jist  take  the  knife  and  cut  off  a toe,  and  send  it  in  a 
letter  to  her.  (as  he  is  about  to  cut  off  the  toe , Ginger 
raises  his  right  foot , and  hicks  him  over.) 

Ginger.  .Not  as  you  knows  on. 

O’Leary.  Murther  ! murther ! I’m  kil’t ! I’m  kil’t  by 
a dead  man ! (Exit,  l. 

Ginger.  Whoo ! here  I is,  packed  up  like  a box  of 
sugar.  I guess  dey  tought  dey  was  breakin’  into  de  tall 
room,  when  dey  took  de  kiver  off,  I wish  some  ob  de 
niggers  could  see  me  now,  dey’d  take  me  for  old  Santa 
Claus.  Well,  I don’t  like  dis  lay  in’  down  all  de  time, 
spose  I jist  stand  him  up  dat  fashion.  I guess  dat  Irish- 
man dat  want  to  cut  my  toe  off,  must  hab  tought  dat  I 
hab  a cramp  in  de  leg.  I wonder  whar  de  capten  is  ? 
dis  must  be  de  doctor’s  shop.  I wonder  if  I’se  got  time 
to  run  out  and  get  someting  to  drink,  I don’t  see  nobody 
cornin’.  First,  let  me  look  about.  Hallo  ! what’s  dis  ? 
Dis  must  be  whiskey,  (smells  and  drinks)  ’Tis  whiskey. 
I suppose  de  mummies  used  to  drink  de  whiskey  like  de 
oder  folks.  If  I only  had  a little  sugar,  I’d  make  a sort 
of  whiskey  toddy.  Hallo ! what’s  dis  ? (takes  down  a 
box  of  lozenges)  Dis  must  be  de  sugar ; now,  I’ll  hab  a 
big  drink,  (drinks)  Hallo ! somebody  comes ; I must  get 
into  de  sugar  trough  again.  I’se  like  a Pliiladelphy 
watchman,  I’se  got  a hull  box  to  myself,  (gets  into  coffin.) 

Enter  Charles,  with  palette , dec.,  r. 

Charles.  Now,  for  a sketch.  Ah,  O’Leary  has  raised 
it  up. 

Ginger.  What  de  debbil  is  he  gwoin  to  do  ? 
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Charles.  I’m  afraid  I won’t  be  able  to  hit  the  dark 
shades  of  the  face. 

Ginger.  As  long  as  he  don’t  hit  me  on  de  shin,  I don’t 
care. 

Charles.  But  as  close  as  my  genius  will  admit  of,  I 
will  come  to  it.  ( crosses  to  l.) 

Ginger.  Dat  sabe  me  de  trouble  ob  cornin’  to  you. 

Charles.  But  I can  scarcely  believe  that  it  lived  three 
thousand  years  ago. 

Ginger.  Eh  ! eh  ! honey.  You  is  right — only  half  ob 
it. 

Charles.  No  doubt  it  was  some  great  personage,  and 
stood  very  high  in  his  native  country. 

Ginger.  W'  hen  I was  up  in  de  tree,  arter  de  possum. 

Charles.  Probably  a king. 

Ginger.  Yes,  wid  a dom  come  to  it. 

Charles.  That  has  led  triumphant  armies  across  the 
plains  of  Egypt,  after  the  retreating  enemy. 

Ginger.  Or  rader  a pack  ob  dogs  fro’  de  cane  brake, 
arter  de  bear. 

Charles.  Now  contrast  his  situation — from  a splendid 
palace,  to  a domicil  of  drugs  and  medicines,  (x  *s  to  r.) 

Ginger.  So  I see  by  de  bottles  dar ! 

Charles.  He  might  have  been  an  artist,  and  handled 
the  brush. 

Ginger.  Yes,  indeedy — de  white  wash  brush. 

Charles.  Or,  an  astronomer,  and  read  the  stars. 

Ginger.  I guess  de  book  was  upside  down. 

Charles.  Or  had  an  ear  for  music. 

Ginger.  Jist  gib  me  de  banjo,  dat’s  all. 

Charles.  Oh,  what  a field  imagination  may  trace,  to 
find  out  what  it  is. 

Ginger.  You  put  me  in  a cornfield,  I show  you  wThat 
it  is. 

Charles.  I wonder  if  his  race  were  all  that  colour. 

Ginger.  I guess  you  find  me  a pretty  fair  sample. 

Charles.  And  such  a prodigious  height,  almost  a 
giant. 

Ginger.  Yes,  almost;  but  not  quite. 

Charles.  I wonder  what  his  name  was  ? 
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Ginger.  Ginger  Blue,  all  de  world  ober. 

Charles.  But  that  I suppose  is  marked  on  the  coffin. 
There  are  figures,  but  I can’t  make  them  out.  I would 
like  to  touch  it,  there  can  be  no  harm  in  that.  How  soft 
and  moist  the  flesh  is,  and  quite  warm.  How  confoundedly 
it  smells  of  shoe  blacking.  I would  like  to  have  a finger 
to  keep  as  a curiosity.  I’ll  just  clip  one  off.  Ho  doubf) 
this  hand  once  held  a spectre  with  a firm  a grip  as 
Sampson  did,  when  he  let  fall* 

Ginger  butts  him  on  the  head. 

Charles,  (falls)  Murder!  murder!  murder!  (he  gets 

up  arul  runs  off,  L.) 

Ginger.  Yah!  yah!  I guess  he  won’t  want  anoder 
finger  in  a hurry.  Dese  white  folks  must  all  be  crazy, 
dey  talk  like  de  Ingins  do,  when  dey  don’t  know  what  to 
say.  I know  one  ting,  I begin  to  feel  kinder  hungry, 
and  if  de  capten  don’t  come  soon,  I’ll  break  and  put  out. 
Ah,  here  he  comes. 

j Enter  Rifle,  r. 

Rifle.  Hallo,  Ginger  ; what  are  you  doing  out  of  the 
box  ? 

Ginger..  I’se  arter  some  cold  wittles ; is  you  got  any  ? 

Rifle.  You  shall  have  some  presently;  get  back  into 
the  box,  I hear  some  one  coming.  I have  discovered 
myself  to  Lucy,  and  she  will  be  ready  in  an  hour  to  elope 
with  me.  What  are  you  doing  there  ? 

Ginger.  I’se  arter  some  liquor. 

Rifle.  Quick  ! Ginger  ! — quick  ! 

(Ginger  runs  into  box. 

Enter  Galen,  r, 

Galen.  Ah,  Mr.  Egyptian ; I see  you  have  set  it  up. 
So  much  the  better — I can  pour  the  extract  down  with 
greater  facility.  But,  tell  me,  Mr,  Egyptian,  what  do 
you  think  of  my  ward. 

Rifle.  She  is  beautiful. 

Galen.  She  has  a fortune  to  back  that  beauty.  I say 
nothing,  but  she  had  her  eye  on  you  all  the  time. 

Rifle.  Oh.  sir ! 
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Galen.  I’ll  speak  a good  word  for  you;  you  can 
manage  the  affair  yourself. 

Rifle.  Thank  you,  sir  ; I tMnk  I will  join  her  again. 

Galen  Certainly,  by  all  means. 

Rifle  exits  r. 

Galen.  I must  put  a little  more  alcohol  in  this,  to 
weaken  it,  for  two  drops  is  enough  to  kill  a person. 

(Ginger  cjtows  uneasy.') 

Galen.  It  is  now,  in  it’s  present  condition,  rank  poison ; 
nothing  could  save  a man  who  has  swallowed  a drop  of 
it ! 

Ginger.  Den  I’se  a gone  case. 

Galen.  I’ll  just  step  out,  and  prepare  it,  and  then  be 
back,  and  try  the  experiment.  ( Exit , r. 

Ginger.  Oh,  de  lord  ! I’m  gone  now  ! What  de  debbil 
did  I drink  dat  stuff  for ; I’se  a gone  nigger.  Oh,  de 
lord ! I’se  gwan  to  die,  den  I will  be  a mummy  for 
sartain.  ( falls  on  his  knees , and  begins  to  pray.) 

Enter  Lucy,  with  breakfast , l. 

Lucy.  Master  told  me  to  bring  his  breakfast  here. 
Row,  I’ll  have  a peep  at  the  mummy,  (sees  Ginger,  and 
screams — lets  tray  fall , and  runs  off , l.) 

Ginger.  ( jumps  up  and  runs  into  box)  Oh,  de  debbil. 
Who’s  dat  ? scream  like  cat  bird. 

Re-enter  Lucy,  l. 

Lucy.  Oh  me  ! how  scared  I am.  I thought  it  was  in 
a box,  and  so  it  is.  Who  could  it  have  been  I saw 
kneeling  there,  on  the  floor?  Oh,  I expect  it  was 
O’Leary,  trying  to  frighten  me.  What  a timid  creature 
I am,  to  be  frightened  at  my  own  shadow.  Oh  my ; what 
an  ugly  thing  it  is.  ( starts ) I thought  it  moved  its  eye. 
Pshaw  ! I won’t  be  afraid — there — I should  like  to  touch 
it.  I will  just  put  ray  finger  in  its  mouth.  ( she  puts  her 
finger  in  liis  mouth — he  bites  it — she  screams , and  runs 
round  the  stage , Ginger  following.) 

Ginger.  Look  here  ! — look  here  ! (Lucy  exits  l. 

Ginger.  I cocht  de  finger  in  de  trap,  like  dey  do  de 
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wolf.  Ah,  I smell  something  good — dat’s  de  old  doctor’s 
breakfast.  I mean  to  light  on  it,  for  fear  I don’t  hab 
anoder  opportunity.  I’m  just  about  as  hungry  as  a fish 
hawk — go  right  in  ober  head.  I wish  I had  bit  dat 
woman’s  finger  off.  I make  her  gib  me  a dollar  ’fore  1 
gib  it  back  to  her.  Oh,  de  lor’  i white  sugar  ! ( empties 
contents  of  boivl  in  his  pocket.)  I lay  for  de  storm.  Now 
I eat  enough,  I put  de  rest  in  de  box,  in  case  I hab  de 
appetite. 

Enter  Rifle,  r. 

Rifle.  Come,  Ginger ; here  comes  the  doctor. 

Ginger.  Look  here,  captain ; I want  to  go  home.  I’se 
been  drinkin’  de  doctor’s  stuff,  out  ob  dat  bottle,  and  I’se 
afeerd  I gwan  to  die. 

Rifle.  Never  fear ; allay  your  apprehension,  for  the 
contents  of  that  bottle  are  nothing  but  whiskey  and  water. 
I took  most  especial  care  in  pouring  out  the  original 
elixir,  and  substituting  whiskey  and  water. 

Ginger.  Well,  if  dat’s  de  case ; I sassy  Ginger  Blue 
again. 

Rifle.  Never  mind;  keep  still.  (Exit,  l. 

Enter  Galen,  shaking  a bottle,  r. 

Galen.  Now,  for  the  great  experiment. 

Enter  O’Leary,  l. 

O’Leary.  Here’s  a gintleman  that  has  brought  another 
of  these  pickled  mummies,  or  whatever  you  call  ’em. 

Galen.  Show  him  in, 

O’Leary  exits  l. 

Galen.  I’ll  try  the  experiment  on  all  they  bring.  Now, 
if  I fail  on  this  mummy,  I shall  be  sure  to  hit  it  on  the 
other. 

Enter  O’Leary  with  Charles.  Mr.  Patent,  and  coffin,  l 

O’Leary.  By  the  powers ! we’ll  have  a whole  army  of 
mummies,  by-and-bye. 

Galen.  Stand  it  up,  alongside  of  this  one. 

All,  Stand  it  up. 
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Galen.  It  has  much  older  appearance  than  the  first 
one. 

Patent.  It  has  been  roughly  handled  by  the  sailors, 
on  the  ship. 

O’Leary.  It  looks  like  a dried  herring. 

Galen.  O’Leary,  go  and  bring  the  Egyptian.  (Exit 
O’Leary,  l.)  And  Charles,  you  go  and  bring  Lucy,  to  see 
the  operation. 

Charles.  Yes,  and  get  my  pencil  ready,  to  take  the 
expression,  while  it  is  dead.  ( Exit , Charles,  r. 

Galen.  Come,  sir  ; you  must  want  some  refreshment. 
Step  this  way.  (Exeunt  Galen  and  Patent,  l. 

Ginger,  (looking  about)  Oder  mummy!  oder  mummy! 
how  do  you  do?  Oh,  you  don’t  talk  like  a Virginny 
mummy.  I wonder  whar  dey  get  him  ? He  look  like  a 
burnt  chuck  ! I spect  dey  git  him  out  ob  de  bee-gum.  I 
begin  to  feel  berry  dry.  I guess  I take  some  ob  dis, 
dey  say  him  mix  himself — its  too  strong  ob  de  water. 
(dr inks  out  of  bottle ) Look  here,  oder  mummy  ; you  liab 
some.  Aa  ! ha  ! I drink  for  }mu  myself.  I guess  if  de 
chap  want  to  cut  off  my  toe,  lie  want  to  cut  off  your  leg 
— can’t  help  yourself,  neider.  I wonder  whar  de  capten 
is  ? he  said  he  wouldn’t  be  out  ob  de  way  when  I wanted 
him.  I hope  he  ain’t  run  away,  and  left  me  all  alone ; 
dey’ll  be  sure  to  kick  me  into  a real  mummy.  I begin 
to  feel  like  de  appetite,  (eats)  I can’t  help  but  laff,  how 
de  old  doctor  look  when  de  breakfast  was  all  gone.  He 
was  rader  jubious  wedder  he  eat  it  or  not.  I guess  I take 
a little  more  liquor,  ’cause  if  dey  pickle  de  mummy  in  de 
liquor,  dey  ought  to  put  some  ob  de  liquor  in  de  mummy. 
Oh,  here  dey  come,  (yets  into  box.) 

Enter  Galen  and  Patent,  l. — Charles,  Rifle,  Lucy 
and  O’Leary,  r. 

Ginger.  Dey  is  gwoin  to  hab  camp  meetin’ ! 

Galen.  Now,  Mr.  Patent ; I shall  begin  with  your’s 
first.  I shall  first  pour  it  down  the  throat,  to  warm  the 
system,  before  I open  the  arteries,  (he  administers  the 
liquor  to  the  real  mummy)  He  does  not  speak  as  yet. 
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Rifle.  Now,  try  mine.  . q . 

Galen.  ( placing  funnel,  and  pouring  the  liquor.)  S . 

it  winks ! it  moves ! 

Rifle.  Give  it  some  more. 

Galen.  See  !— it  walks— it  moves.  Look!  look,  (he 
runs  about  stage,  Gingeb  following.) 

All.  It  lives ! ’Tis  brought  to  life— it  lives ! 

Galen.  Now,  Mr.  Egyptian ; ask  me  for  anything— 
everything — you  shall  have  it. 

Rifle.  The  hand  o£  your  ward.  . 

Galen.  Take  her,  and  all  her  fortune.  Likewise  a 
bottle  of  this  elixir,  which  I will  prepare.  The  woi 
shall  now  acknowledge  me!  Most  reverend  mummy, 
what  shall  I order  for  your  dinner  ? .,  , , , 

Gingeb.  I isn’t  hungry,  ’cause  I eat  up  all  de  break- 

(Jhables.  (seizing  him)  Curse  me,  if  it  isnt  Ginger 
Blue ; the  nigger  at  the  hotel. 

Galen.  Old  Ginger  Blue  ! — and  are  you  no  mummy  t 
Gingeb.  No, — dam  if  I am.  . , 

O’Leaby.  Och ! what  a cursed  scrape  I d got  into,  it 

I had  cut  his  toe  off. 

Galen.  Get  me  a gun — I’ll  shoot  him  . 

Gingeb.  What,  arter  bowin’  before  me,  as  King 
Solomon  did  before  de  Queen  Sherbera. 

Galen.  And  you,  sir;  who  are  you? 

Rifle.  Captain  Rifle,  and  soon  will  be  your  ward  s 

husband.  , - , 

O’ Leahy.  Here  comes  the  schoolmaster,  who  is  to 

write  the  life  of  the  mummy. 


Eater  Schoolmaster,  l. 

Qalen.  Write  the  life  of  the  devil ! (beats  Servants 
0n— knocks  Schoolmaster  down— paces  up  and  down  the 
stage  in  a rage ) I’m  mad  enough  to  pound  you  all  into  a 
mummy,  and  then  myself. 

Ginger.  Den  I gib  you  some  ob  dis,  to  recoi. susticate 

you  wid.  , 

Charles.  Come,  doctor ; love  has  no  b unds  prithee, 

forget  and  forgive. 
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Galen.  But  I shall  he  laughed  at  by  the  whole  town. 

Rifle.  What  signifies  the  folly  of  the  town,  so  long 
as  you  can  retrieve  the  mummy. 

Galen.  Well,  I do  forget  and  forgive ; and  the  next 
time  I try  my  experiment  on  a mummy 

Gingeu.  I hope  you  make  de  medicine  strong.  And 
should  any  ob  de  faculty  hab  occasion  for  a libe  mummy 
again,  dey  hab  only  to  call  on  Ginger  Blue ; when  dey’ll 
find  him  ready,  dried  smoked,  and  painted,  to  sarbe  him- 
self up  at  de  shortest  notice. 
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Performance  free. 


THE 

MISCHIEVOUS  NIGGER. 


SCENE  I. — A chamber  ( fourth  grooves ) — door  l.  c. — bed 
and  curtains  r. — two  cradles  on  stage,  one  n.,  the  other 

H' mantel-piece  and  fire-place , n.  c.—icith  hole  for 

stove-pipe-— covered  with  paper , awcZ  painted  to  match 
bowl  of  pap  with  spoon  in  it  on  the  mantel-piece — coat  on 
the  wall — table  c.,  with  two  chairs . 

Fanny  enters  d.  l.  c.,  takes  off  hat  and  shawl , 

Fanny.  Well,  I have  got  back  before  the  babies  have 
stirred.  I wonder  if  Jimmy  has  been  here;  he  promised 
to  bring  me  to  the  theatre  to-night — and  if  I can  prevail 
on  Antony  to  mind  the  babies,  I will  go.  Let  me  see  ; 
missns  and  her  brother  are  going  to  a ball,  and  after 
they  are  gone,  Jimmy  and  I will  be  off  to  the  theatre. 

It's  now  six  o’clock,  and (knock,  n.  l.  c.)  That’s  my 

Jimmy.  I hope  the  Siamese  won’t  wake. 

(Fripon  'pokes  in  his  head , n.  l.  c.) 

Fanny.  Oh,  it’s  missus’s  French  lover.  Come  in,  sir 
—Mr.  Flutter  is  not  at  home. 

Fripon.  Ah,  ha ! ma  chere  amie , is  zare  no  one  in  ze 

inside  of  ze  house  ? s 

Fanny.  No  one,  sir,  in  the  nursery,  but  the  twins  and 
your  humble  servant,  myself. 
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Fripon.  Zen  where  ze  devil  is  your  mistress,  eh  ? 

Fanny.  She’s  in  the  parlour,  sir;  hut  if  she  knew  you 
were  here,  she  would  be  down  in  a moment.,  But  you’d 
better  not  let  her  brother,  Mr.  Flutter,  catch  you  here, 
or  there  will  be  murder. 

Fripon.  Oh,  yes,  I know — ze  old  fool,  he  no  like  me 
— as  I am  a Frenchman.  Ah,  if  he  ever  come  to  my  shop 
to  be  shafed,  I will  shafe  his  nose  off  from  his  mouf. 

Fanny.  He  allers  shaves  hisself,  I know;  ’cos  1 
bring  hint  water;  so  you  will,  sot  have  a chance  to  cut 
off  his  nose.  I heard  him  tell  Antony  to  kick  you  into 
the  street  the  first  time  he  saw  you  in  the  house. 

Fripon.  What,  ze  infernal  nigger ! Kick  me  in  ze 
street  ? Oh,  zat  shall  nevah  be. 

Fanny.  Yes,  ’cos  he  has  found  some  of  those  billy- 
duxes  you  have  written  to  my  mistress,  the  widow,  and 
the  mother  of  the  blessed  Aztec  children  as  you  see  in 
them  there  cradles. 

Fripon.  Oh,  yes,  I know  zat  she  was  married  before, 
but  if  zat  black  negar  put  his  elbow  on  me,  look  out, 
zatrs  alt — I’ll  blow  his  nose  for'  him.  But,  ma  chere  amde , 
you  know  how  I love  your  mistress,  mi  lady  Morton.  I 
love  her  as  I do  my  four  little  bears  zat  I am  making  fat 
for  ze  bear’s  grease.  Now,  if  you  will  be  so  good  as  to 
give  her  this  little  present  from  me — un  'petite  bottle  of 
ze  Cologne  water. 

Fanny.  Oh,  certainly,  sir.  (takes  bottle)  Will  you  come- 
this  evening  again  ? I will  say  you  have  been  here,  and 
will  come  back,  for  I know  that  Mrs.  Morton  will  see  you 
before  she  goes  to  the  ball. 

Fripon.  Oh,  ho  ! She  is  going  to  ze  ball,  eh  ? If  so, 
I shall  go  zere  too  zen. 

Fanny.  I think  you  had  better  go  now , for  if  Mr. 
Flutter  comes  home  and  finds  you  here,  there  will  be  a 
row,  I know. 

Fripon.  Zen  I am  off  wiz  myself.  Ma,  fit , if  your 
mistress  will  be  here  in  ze  nursery  I will  come  back  at 
seven  clocks. 

Fanny.  Oh,  she’ll  be  here  at  seven. 
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Fripon.  Bon  soir,  mon  enfant . 

(Exit,  hissing  his  hand,  l.  c. 

Fanny.  “ Bong  sour ! ” I suppose  that  means  good 
day.  Missus  thinks  I don’t  know  why  Mr.  Fripon  calls 
' here — and  why  she  sends  me  with  notes  to  him — but  I 
do,  though ; she’s  in  love  with  him,  and  though  her  poor 
dear  dead-and-gone  husband,  Mr.  Morton,  (the  father  of 
the  blessed  babies  as  is  in  them  ’ere  cradles)  has  not 
been  in  his  grave  above  a year,  she’ll  be  married  to  that 
hairy  specimen  of  animated  nature,  Mr.  Fripon,  the 
French  barber.  Well,  no  matter,  I’ll  marry  Jimmy — 
that  is,  if  he’ll  have  me.  I must  give  this  bottle  of 
Cologney  water  to  missus,  and  take  care  that  her  brother 
doesn’t  see  it — for  he  detests  Frenchmen,  and  French 
barbers  especially,  and  can’t  bear  the  idea  of  his  sister 
getting  married  again.  It  won’t  do  for  him  to  see  this 
bottle,  so  I’ll  put  it  on  the  mantel-piece,  there.  Here 
they  come,  scolding  as  usual,  I know  they’ll  wake  the 
babies. 

Flutter,  and  Mrs.  Morton  enter  l.  1 e. 

Flutter.  I tell  you  it’s  all  nonsense.  I won’t;  stand 
it — d’ye  hear? 

Mrs.  M.  Brother,  I beg  you  will  not  swear. 

Flutter.  I don’t  swear,  though  you’re  enough  to  make 
a saint  swear.  I’ll  kill  the  black  scoundrel ! the  idea  of 
whitewashing  with  my  shaving  brush — I suppose  he  will 
open  oysters  with  my  razor  next.  Why  did  you  allow 
him  to  shave  that  poor  cat  with  my  razors,  madame  ? 

Mrs.  M.  I could  not  prevent  him,  brother.  He  said 
she  would  look  so  nice  when  shaved,  that  I really  thought 
I would  let  him  try  the  experiment. 

Flutter.  Oh,  you  did,  did  you  ? You’ll  excuse  my 
saying  so,  but,  sister,  you’re  an  old  fool. 

Mrs.  M.  Old ! sir,  old  ? 

Flutter.  Yes,  madam,  old ! you’re  fifty-five  if  you 
are  a day. 

Mrs.  M.  Why,  brother,  you  know  better  than  that — ■ 
I am  but  thirty-five  Rnd  ©ne  half. 

Flutter.  It  matters  not.  I’ll  thrash  that  black 
scoundrel  to  an  inch  of  his  life.  But  come,  prepare  for 
the  ball. 
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Mrs.  M.  I’ve  a great  mind  not  to  go,  you  put  me  in 
such  a passion  with  you.  But  tell  me,  Fanny,  has  the 
milliner  sent  home  my  new  bonnet  ? 

Fanny.  No,  mum ; but  somebody  else  has  been  here. 
( aside ) I shan’t  tell  her  he’ll  be  back,  for  then  she  will 
remain  at  home,  and  I won’t  be  able  to  go  the  theatre 
with  Jimmy. 

Flutter.  What’s  that  you  say?  Who’s  been  here, 

eh  ? 

Fanny.  The  charcoal  man. 

Flutter.  Miss  Innocence,  I think  you  are  telling  me 
ft — no  such  thing — never  mind,  where’s  Antony  ? 

Fanny.  He’s  whitewashing  the  hall,  sir.  ( she  wliispprs 
to  Mrs.  Morton) 

Flutter.  What  the  deuce  are  you  whispering  about, 
eh? 

Fanny.  Nothing,  sir. 

Flutter.  Nothing,  then  leave  the  room  and  send  that 
black  rascal,  Antony,  to  me. 

Fanny.  ( aside  as  she  goes ) I hope  Jimmy  won’t  come 
while  they  are  in  the  nursery.  ( Exit , r.  1 e. 

Flutter,  Leave  the  room.  Damme — excuse  me.  If 
that  girl  is  not  as  bad  as  that  infernal  Antony.  Ah, 
here  he  comes. 

Enter  Antony,  l. — while  pantaloons , short  bob-tail  coat , 
etc . — carrying  a pail  of  whitewash , brush , &c. 

Heah  I is,  massa.  What  d’you  want,  massa  ? 

Flutter.  Now  you  black  villain,  how  the  devil  did 
you  have  the  impudence  to  take  my  shaving  brush  to 
whitewash  with  ? 

Antony.  He,  he,  he!  Why,  you  see,  massa,  I got  a 
pair  ob  black  pantaloons  that  is  worn  berry  near  out,  so  I 
thought  dat  as  de  summer  was  cumin’  I would  make  a 
pair  of  white  ’uns  ob  ’em.  I couldn’t  get  into  de  pockets 
wid  dis  big  brush,  so  I took  yours  for  dat ’spress  purpose. 

Flutter.  So  you  whitewashed  the  pockets,  too,  did 
you. 

Antony.  Yes,  indeedy. 
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Flutteb.  Bat  what  put  It  in  your  head  to  shave  the 
cat  ? 

Antony,  (laughter)  Ha  ! ha  ! ha  ! dat  old  cat ! 

Mbs.  M.  What  a cruel  thing. 

Antony.  Ha ! ha  ! Hope  I never  stir — dat  old  cat. 
Ha ! ha ! ha ! 

Flutteb.  Will  you  answer  me  ? what  made  you  do 
it? 

Antony.  Ha ! ha ! ha ! dat  old  cat.  Ha ! ha ! ha ! 

Flutter.  Speak  or  I’ll  choke  you.  Why  did  you  do 
it  ? 

Antony.  Ha!  ha!  ha!  I told  you  how  it  was  dat  cat 
came  in  ebery  morning,  and  while  I was  eating  my-  break- 
fast in  the  kitchen,  she  always  ’teal  piece  of  meat  off  the 
plate.  Hold  on,  I said,  when  I cotch  you  I’ll  fix  you, 
and  dis  morning  I cotched  her,  lathered  her  all  over  wid 
hot  water,  then  I shaved  all  de  har  off  de  cat’s  back. 
Ha ! yah  ! yah  ! 

Mrs.  M.  And  where  is  the  cat  now  ? 

Antony.  All,  I don’t  know  she  never  come  back  here 
again,  ’cos  when  she  found  all  her  hair  was  off,  she  was 
so  ’shamed  of  her  ’pearance,  dat  she  clear  right  out,  ha ! 
ha! 

Flutter.  A pretty  piece  of  barbarity,  truly.  I’ll 
clear  you  out  though  when  your  month  is  up.  But, 
sirrah,  where  are  my  boots  ? 

Antony.  Which  boots  ? What  boots  ? 

Flutter.  The  boots  I gave  you  the  other  day  to  get 
soled. 

Antony.  Dat’s  all  right.  I sold  ’em  myself. 

Flutter.  You  did  what  ? 

Antony.  I sold  ’em — I thought  it  would  be  too  much 
trouble  to  get  somebody  else  to  sold  ’em,  so  I did  it,  and 
dar’s  de  money ; two  shillin’s  ( gives  money.) 

Flutter.  Why,  you  infernal  scoundrel ! did  you  sell 
my  beautiful  boots  for  two  shillings  ? 

Antony.  Yes,  indeedy,  to  an  Irishman  down  de  street. 
(Flutter  catches  him  by  the  collar)  See  here,  old  feller, 
if  yer  don’t  let  go  my  coat,  I’ll  smash  yer  jaw  wid  dis 
white  wash- brush,  (shakes  brush.) 
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Mns.  M.  Oh,  take  care,  you  will  spoil  my  new  dress.  , 

Flutter.  I’ve  a great  mind  to  beat  you  black  ancl 
blue.  1 

Antony.  I golly ; wish  you  would  beat  me  white,  ’cot 
I don’t  think  you  can  make  me  much  blacker  dan  I is  \ 

Mrs.  Morton.  ( crosses  to  Flutter.)  My  dear  brother.^ 
don’t  let  him  put  you  into  a passion. 

Flutter.  Well,  I won’t.  Here,  brush  my  coat,  (takes 
it  off.) 

Antony.  Yes,  massa.  (commences  to  brush  the  coat  with 
the  brush  of  whiteivash.) 

Flutter.  Why,  you  black  villain,  what  are  you  doing  ? 

Antony,  (still  brushing')  Brushing  your  coat. 

Flutter,  (snappishly)  Did  I tell  you  to  whitewash  it? 

Antony.  How  am  I to  know — you  told  me  to  brush 
your  coat — how  de  debbil  do  I know  what  kind  of  brush 
you  want  me  to  brush  it  wid  ? 

Flutter.  You  have  spoiled  that  coat.  Give  me  the 
one  hanging  upon  that  nail.  (Antony  gives  coat)  Now 
help  me  on  with  if.  (Antony  bungles  putting  on  the  coat) 
What  are  you  about  ? 

Antony.  How  the  debbil  >can  I help  it  if  you  got  a 
humpback. 

Flutter.  A humpback,  you  scoundrel ! leave  the 
room — stay — bring  up  my  supper  in  this  room.  I’ll  eat 
it  here  previous  to  going  to  the  ball,  eh,  sister  ? 

Mrs.  M.  (aside)  I wish  he  would  leave  the  room. 
Fripon  may  return,  and  then  all’s  lost,  (aloud)  No, 
brother,  I will  retire  to  dress  for  the  evening,  and 
Antony — should  the  milliner  send  home  my  bonnet  while  I 
am  absent,  take  great  care  of  it  till  I .return.  (Exit  r.  1 e. 

Flutter.  Now,  sir,  why  don’t  you  bring  me  my 
supper ! 

Antony.  See  here,  old  man.  I want  to  know  if  you 
t’ink  I am  chamber-maid — fust  you  tell  me  to  black 
yer  boots,  den  you  tell  me  clean  de  knives  and  forks, 
den  you  tells  me  to  brush  your  coat,  den  you  tell  me  to 
whitewash,  now  you  tell  me  to  bring  up  yer  supper! 
Now  I tell  you  dat  I won’t  do  it. 

Flutter.  Hark  you,  sir,  will  you  bring  my  supper  ? 
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Antony.  Well,  I suppose  I must — what  kind  of 
uupper  you  want  ? 

Flutter.  Some  cold  fowl,  and  a cup  of  tea. 

Antony.  Now,  massa,  I don’t  want  to  make  mistake 
dis  time ; am  you  sure  you  don’t  wish  cup  of  tea  and 
some  cold  fowl. 

Flutter.  I told  you  tlKit  was-  what  I required ; some 
cold  fowl  and  a cup  of  tea. 

Antony.  Oh,  no  you  didn’t!  you  said  cold  fowl  and 
cup  of  tea. 

Flutter.  If  you  don’t  leave  leave  the  room  I’ll  cane 

you ! . -ii 

Antony.  I’m  a’gwoin’  massa.  ( aside ) I hope  it  chokes 

him.  ( [stops ) You  want  some  cold  tea  and  cup  of  fowl. 

Flutter.  ( springs  at  him ) You 

Antony.  Good  evening.  ( exits  in  a hurry , l.  1.  e.) 

Flutter.  Was  ever  man  so  tormented  ! First  a mad- 
brained sister  insists  on  having  a lover,  and  at  thirty- 
five,  and  a widow,  too. 

Enter  Antony  l.. 

Flutter.  Well,  sir,  what  the  deuce  do  you— — 

Antony.  Now,  you  won’t  get  mad,  will  you — eh  ? 

Flutter.  No,  no.  Go  on,  what  is  it  ? 

Antony.  Now,  yer  ain’t  mad,  is  yer  ? 

Flutter.  No,  no.  What  do  you  wish  ? 

Antony.  I want  to  know  if  you  want  some  cold  fowl 
for  your  supper. 

Flutter.  Whatr  you  black  villain? 

Antony,  Oh,  you  is-  mad  now. 

Flutter.  Leave  the  room,  do  you  hear,  sir  ? 

Antony,  Ob  course  I’ll  leave  the  room — who  the 
debbil  want  to'  be  in  a room  wid  a lunatic  ’sylum.  You 
sure  you  want  some  cold  fowl. 

Flutter.  Leave 

Antony.  Yes,  indeedy.  {exits  l,  1 e.. 

Flutter.  Now,  I would  like  to  call  the  attention  of 
any  moderate  person  to  the  manner  in  which  that  black 
specimen  of  humanity  treats  me,  and  ask  him  if  it  isn’t 
enough  to  drive  any  reasonable  man  crazy.  However,  I’ll 
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discharge  the  scoundrel — but  he’s  been  here  along  while 
— and  as  I don’t  like  to  tell  him  to  clear  out,  I’ll  write 
him  a note,  and  leave  it  on  the  table  for  him.  I suppose 
he  can  take  the  hint,  for  I’m  determined  to  put  up  with 
it  no  longer,  ( sits  down  and  writes  as  follows  ;)  “ Sir, — 
Your  presence  is  no  longer  required  in  this  house — you 
will  therefore  leave  as  quick  a possible.  If  you  ever 
show  your  face  in  it  again,  I’ll  shoot  you.”  There,  that 
will  do.  ( folds  it  up)  I’ll  leave  it  on  the  table,  and 
when  he  comes  in,  no  doubt  he  will  read  it — and,  acting 
upon  the  hint  therein,  leave  the  house  as  quick  as  he 
can.  {Exits  l.  1.  e. 

Jimmy  enters , d.  l.  c. 

Jimmy.  Fanny,  Fanny,  where  the  divil  are  you?  she’s 
not  here  anyhow,  and  they’re  all  out  except  the  babies — 
so,  in  I.  goes.  I wonder  if  there’s  any  cold  victuals 
around,  for,  ’pon  my  soul,  I’m  mighty  hungry  and  I’d 
like  to  have  my  supper  before  going  to  the  theatre.  At 
all  events,  we  won’t  starve  for  I’ve  a pint  of  peanuts  in 
the  pockets  of  this  coat.  Hist ! there’s  some  one  cornin’! 
that’s  not  Fanny’s  step.  Oh!  murder,  if  I am  catched, 
I’ll  be  kilt ! Where  will  I concale  myself  ? ah  ! here 
under  the  table,  {hides  under  the  table) 

Antony  enters  l.,  with  tray  and  supper. 

Antony^.  Here,  massa,  here’s  de  cold  fowl — he’s  gone. 
This  is  another  of  his  tricks.  He  tells  me  to  get  his 
supper,  and  den  he  clears  out — I know  whar  he  is 

Jimmy,  {under  table)  I wonder  if  he  manes  me. 

Antony.  Oh,  de  debbil  ? who  dat  spoke  ? What  you 
say  ? {holds  his  ear  down  to  the  ehiclcen ) What  you  say  ? 
Hope  I nebah  stir!  Dat  chicken’s  alive  yet.  Nebah 
mind,  de  old  man  will  soon  kill  him,  when  he  sits  down 
to  eat — I’d  like  to  know  whar  de  debbil  he  am.  Massa 
Flutter  ! Massa  Flutter!  {goes  off  calling , h.  1 e.) 

Jimmy,  {ctmes  out)  Oh,  murder!  look  at  that.  That 
nagur  knew  I was  dyin’  wid  hunger,  and  brought  me 
this.  Here  goes ! {sits  down  and  eats)  ’Pon  my  sowl, 
that  chicken  is  nice — little  tough,  trifle  too  old — tay  is 


33 


DARKEY  2]  MISCHIEVOUS  NIGGER. 

beautiful.  *Pon  my  sowl,  I was  mighty  lucky  to  fall  in 
with  such  fare.  Here  they  come — it  won’t  do  for  them 
to  catch  me,  so  here  goes  again.  I’ll  just  take  the 
chicken  along  wid  me  to  keep  me  company,  {hides  under 
the  table .) 

Enter  Antony  and  Flutter,  r.  1 e. 

Antony.  Heah’s  de  supper,  massa.  Cook  him  meself. 

Flutter,  {aside)  Poor  fellow,  he  looks  quite  penitent 
— sorry,  I suppose,  for  what  he  has  done,  {aloud)  Well, 
Antony,  I am  grieved  that  I spoke  so  harsh  to  you  this 
morning,  {sits  down)  and — what  the  devil  do  you  call 
this  ? 

Antony.  Cold  chicken  and  cup  ob  tea. 

Flutter.  Why,  there’s  nothing  here  but  bones. 

Antony.  Pitch  into  de  meat,  and  leef  de  bones  alone. 

Flutter.  The  bones  are  left  alone,  for,  cuss  me ! if 
I can  see  any  meat. 

Antony.  What  you  say,  massa  ? 

Flutter.  Why,  you  scoundrel,  there’s  no  meat  hero. 

Antony,  {goes  up  to  table)  Golly  ! I knew  dat  chicken 
was  alive,  ’cos,  when  I brought  him  in  on  the  dish,  I 
hear  him  say,  “ Good-bye,  John  ! ” 

Flutter.  You  lying  vagabond,  do  you  mean  to  tell  me 
such  a barefaced  lie.  Where’s  the  chicken  ? 

Antony.  I golly,  I don’t  know.  I hope  I nebber  stir, 
I brought  it  in  on  dat  same  dish ; I s’pose  he  got  mad 
because  you  wasn’t  heah,  and  run  off,  Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Flutter.  Oh,  you’re  a vile  rogue  ! Bring  me  my  hat 
and  cane!  (Antony  gives  them)  Now  clear  away  those 
bones,  and  inform  your  mistress  that  I am  ready  to 
accompany  her. 

Antony.  Yes,  massa.  {aside)  I wonder  whar  dat 
chicken  went  to.  {Exit,  l. 

Flutter.  I believe  that  scoundrel  does  that  purposely 
to  drive  me  mad,  but  I’m  determined  not  to  be  put  in  a 
passion  by  him. 

Enter  Fanny,  r,  1 e. 

Flutter.  What  do  you  want  ? 

Fanny.  If  you  please,  sir,  missus  wants  you. 


34 


MISCHIEVOUS  NIGGER.  ^DARKEY  2 

Flutter.  She  does,  eh  ? Well,  I’ll  come  to  her.  I 
believe  this  girl  too  is  endeavouring  to  drive  me  out  of 
my  wits.  Come  here — Innocence.  ( louder ) Come  here ! 
(Fanny  goes  to  him ) Has  that  French  barber  been  here 
to-day  ? 

Fanny.  No,  sir ; not  as  I knows  on. 

Flutter.  “ Not  as  you  knows  on  ?”  Come,  come, 
Fanny,  you  know  I always  had  a great  regard  for  you — 
you  know  I did,  you  little  rogue ! ( chucking  her  under  the 
<chiri)  Come,  you  little  rogue,  give  me  a kiss. 

Jimmy,  (under  table)  Ok  ! you  rascal. 

Flutter.  What’s  that  you  say,  my  dear  ? 

Fanny.  I didn’t  speak. 

Jimmy.  Oh,  you  desateful  divil. 

Fanny.  Why,  sir,  you  ought  to  be  ashamed  of  your- 
self ; to  call  a poor  girl  such  names.  ( crying ) You  good- 
for-nothing — hateful — ugly — old  man.  ( walks  about.) 

Flutter.  But,  my  dear  duck,  (follows.) 

Fanny.  Don’.t  you  duck  me,  sir.  I won’t  stand  it. 

Enter  Mrs.  Morton,  dressed  for  the  ball , l.  1 e. 

Mrs.  M.  Why,  brother,  are  you  not  ready  ? Bless  me  ! 
I’ve  been  ready  for  the  last  half  hour.  Fanny,  dear, 
why  are  you  crying  ? (Flutter  makes  signs  to  her , for 
her  to  keep  quiet)  I hope  my  brother  has  not  forgot  him- 
self. 

Flutter.  “ Forgot  himself  ? ” What  do  you  mean  by 
that,  you  old  fool,  eh  ? You  a widow  of  fifty-live  to  receive 
letters  and  bear’s  grease  from  a French  barber,  who 
frizzles  poodles  for  a living.  What  d’ye  think  of  that, 
eh? 

Mrs.  M.  Oh!  Fanny,  bring  me  my  smelling-bottle,  I 
shall  faint ! 

Fanny.  Then  go  it  easy,  mum,  ’cos  if  you  don’t,  you 
will  wake  up  the  twins. 

Mrs.  M.  Brother,  you  are  a brute.  You  will  drive  me 
crazy  ! (screams)  Oh,  oh,  oh  ! I know  Fshall  have  a fit. 

Flutter.  Then  I’ll  retire  until  after  the  explosion. 
Fanny  dear,  mum,  you  know.  (Exit.  r.  1 e. 
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Mrs.  M.  That  brother  will  be  the  death  of  me.  ( 'knock 
at  d.  f. — aside. ) That  is  my  dear  Fripon.  {aloud)  Fanny, 
go  to  yonr  work  in  the  parlour — I would  be  alone. 

Fanny.  Didn’t  you  hear  a knock  at  the  door,  mum  ? 

Mrs.  M.  Go  about  your  business,  child. 

Fanny.  Nuf  ced ! I smells  a rat.  It’s  the  Frenchman, 
I’m  sure.  I hope  Jimmy  won’t  come  till  the  old  folks 
go  out.  ( knock  at  d.  f.) 

Mrs.  M.  Why  do  you  stand  there  chattering — why  do 
you  not  obey  me,  miss  ? 

Fanny,  {aside)  I wonder  if  that  woman  thinks  I’m  a 
Injin  slave  or  an  hallygatur  ! {Exit  r.  1 e 

Mrs.  Morton  opens  door . 

Enter  Fripon,  door , l.  c. 

Fripon.  Oh,  ma  chere  amie , I’m  so  vere  much  glad  to 
see  you,  and  have  brought  you  some  rosewater,  if  you 
accept  it  from  your  slave.  Will  you  acceptez  if  you 
please,  {gives  bottle.) 

Mrs.  M.  Oh,  sir,  you  are  so  very  polite — you  really 
overpower  me  with  presents. 

Fripon.  I have  somezing  at  home  I would  like  to 
present  to  you — if  you  would  please  receive  it  from  your 
humble  servant. 

Mrs.  M.  Oh,  I should  be  most  happy. 

Fripon.  Zen  I will  send  him  to-morrow. 

Mrs.  M.  Him  ! who  ? 

Fripon.  Yes,  him ; one  of  my  little  bears  zat  1 am 
making  fat — your  gar  cons  will  play  with  him. 

Mrs.  M.  A bear  ! Oh  gracious  ! don’t  send  it  here.  I 
should  faint  at  the  very  sight  of  one.  A bear ! ugh  ! 

Fripon.  Excuse  moi — I s’all  not  send  him.  I beg 
pardon,  I must  return  to  my  shop,  I have  left  somebody 
in  ze  shaving  chair  wiz  ze  ladder  on  his  face. 

Mrs.  M.  A ladder  on  his  face — gracious  goodness  ? 

Fripon.  No  ladder — vat  you  call — — 

Flutter,  {outside,  r.)  All  right,  give  me  my  umbrella. 

Mrs.  M.  Here  comes  my  brother.  Hide,  my  dear 
Fripon,  or  you’ll  be  murdered ! 
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Fripon,  Where  ze  devil  s’all  I go  ? under  ze  table  ? 

Mrs.  M.  Oh,  no,  my  dear  Fripon.  Here,  in  the  bed, 
and  cover  yourself  with  the  curtains.  * 

(Fripon  gets  into  the  bed  and  draws  the  curtains.') 

Enter  Flutter,  with  great  coat , hat  and  umbrella , r.  1 e. 

Fanny  following  him. 

Flutter.  How,  sister,  let’s  be  off,  and  Fanny,  we  will 
not  remain  longer  than  eleven  o’clock,  so  you  need  not 
retire.  Come,  sister. 

Mrs.  M.  (aside)  what  shall  I do  ? (aloud)  Fanny, 
take  care  of  the  babies  in  my  absence,  and  on  no  account 
leave  the  house — should  the  milliner  come  with  my 
bonnet,  carry  it  into  the  parlour  that  it  may  not  get 
injured,  (aside)  Poor  Fripon ! What  will  become  of 
you?  # 

Jimmy,  (aside)  Poor  divil,  what  will  become  of  me  ? 

Flutter.  Come,  sister,  the  carriage  is  at  the  door. 
Remember  my  orders.  Come,  sister.  (Exit,  d.  l.  c. 

Mrs.  M.  (to  Fanny)  If  you  should  see  a certain 
gentleman  this  evening  give  him  this  note. 

Re-enter  Flutter,  door  l.  c. 

Flutter.  Good  heavens  ! Mrs.  Morton,  are  you  going 

at  all  this  evening,  or  do  you  intend  to  stay  at 

Come  along,  do  ! 

(Exit  Flutter,  d.  folloived  by  Mrs.  Morton. 

Fanny.  Blessed  goodness ! they  are  gone.  How,  if 
Jimmy  was  only  here — I have  it ! I’ll  dress  myself,  and 
go  and  look  for  him.  But  I’ll  tell  Antony  to  give  this 
note  to  the  Frenchman  when  he  comes  in.  I’ll  lay  it  on 
the  table  for  him.  But  first  to  get  Antony  to  mind  the 
babies.  Antony ! (calls)  I’ll  tell  Antony  to  hand  the 
barber  that  note,  should  he  call,  and  say  it  is  an  order 
for  perfumery,  (dressing  herself.)  Antony ! 

Enter  Antony,  l.  1 e.,  cleaning  a boot. 

Fanny.  Antony,  I wish  you  to  do  a favour  for  me. 

Antony.  Ob  course  Ido  it,  if  you  gib  me  sumfin’  for  it. 
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Fanny.  Well,  then,  I wish  yon  to  mind  the  babies  till 
I go  down  to  the  corner.  If  yon  do,  I’ll  give  yon  half  a 
dollar,  and  something  to  drink  from  Mr,  Flutter’s  bottle. 

Antony,  (throws  aivay  loot  and  brush ) Let’s  have  de 
money  and  de  licker — and  I stay  here  and  watch  till 
kingdom  cum,  I golly  ! 

Fanny.  I’ll  give  you  the  money  when  1 come  back. 
Remember,  mind  ’em  now.  Shodd  Erastns  (that  is  the 
one  sleeping  in  that  cradle)  cry,  yon  must  give  him 
some  of  the  pap  in  that  bowl.  If  that  don’t  quiet  him, 
pour  in  some  of  the  paregoric  out  of  the  bottle  on  the 
mantel-piece.  Should  a gentleman  call  while  I’m  away 
— a French  gentleman — give  him  the  note  that  lies  on 
the  table.  ( going .) 

Fbipon.  (in  bed)  A note  for  me  ? I must  have  it. 

Antony.  Stop,  stop  ! You  tink  I’m  such  a fool  as  to 
mind  the  babies  for  nuffin’  ? 

Fanny.  Only  till  I go  down  to  the  corner.  I’ll  return 
in  a few  minutes.  Now  for  Jimmy,  and  then  to  the 
theatre.  (Exit,  d.  f. 

Antony,  (shouts')  If  you  don’t  come  back  soon  I won’t 
mind  ’em,  hope  I neber  stir  I won’t ! (sits  on  table)  Who 
de  debble  gwoin’  to  mind  dem  brats — tink  I am  nurse  ! 
tink  I am  chambermaid  ! No,  golly  I isn’t.  I don’t 
like  to  be  left  alone  here — I ain’t  ’fraid,  no,  sir-ree ! but 
den 

(Child  in  n.  cradle  cries.) 

Antony.  Dar,  I knew  it.  Go  to  sleep,  baby — -baby, 
bye  a baby,  (roclcs  and  sings.) 

(Child  cries  louder.) 

Antony.  Hold  yer  tongue.  Hush-a-bye,  baby.  Tink 
I better  take  him.  (takes  child,  and  walks  up  and  doim 

stage.) 

(Child  still  cries.) 

Antony.  Shut  up,  or  I punch  yer  eye  out ! (sits  down) 
Ah,  dere’s  de  pap  in  de  bowl  and  de  baleygorick  in  de 
bottle — I gib  him  sum. 

(Child  continues  crying.) 

Antony.  Hush  up.  (spanks  it)  Now  will  yer  hold  yer  • 

jaw. 
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(Child  puts  its  hand  on  Antony’s  breast .) 

Antony.  No  use  lookin’,  dere’s  nuffin’  for  you.  ( takes 
the  pap-bowl  and  cologne  bottle  from  the  shelf.  Child  crying 
all  the  time.') 

Antony.  I s’pose  dis  is  the  baleygorick  dat  Fanny  said 
was  on  the  mantel-piece — in  she  goes.  ( pours  cologne  into 
the  pap  and  feeds  the  baby — he  takes  a spoonful  himself 
every  time.)  Dab  tastes  like  gin — hold  yer  jaw,  here,  take 
de  whole  lot.  ( pokes  the  baby's  nose  into  the  bowl)  Hush 
up,  or  I’ll  choke  yer,  hope  I nebber  stir  if  I don’t.  (Child 
in  l.  cradle  cries.)  Now  dey  is  boff  off.  How  de  debble 
will  I stop  ’em.  (puts  the  baby  in  its  cradle.  Both  babies 
yell  and  scream.)  Antony  runs  from  one  cradle  to  the  other , 
giving  each  a good  rocking — at  length  he  falls  with  fatigue . 
Both  scream . Antony,  (puts  both  into  one  cradle , and 
packs  them  down  with  his  feet)  Gosh  ! I make  yer  be  still. 
They  still  cry , he  throws  them  under  the  bed , then  comes 
down  and  sits  r.  side  of  the  table.  Fripon,  while  Antony 
is  doing  this — stoops , lifts  the  babies  into  the  bed  and  draws 
curtain.)  1 nebber  was  so  tired  in  my  life  before ; I 

don’t  think Eh  ? what  you  say  ? (turning  as  if  he 

heard  some  one  speaking  to  him)  I ain’t  ’fraid  pretty  much, 
den  a feller  don’t  like  to  be  left  alone  in  a house.  I 
’fraid  dem  babies  catch  cold.  May  be  I killed  dem,  and 
dar  ghost  might  come.  Eh  ? what  you  say  ? (turns  as 
before)  Now,  I see  you  trying  to  frighten  me.  (puts  his 
foot  upon  Jimmy  under  the  table)  Hat  old  cat  dat  I shaved. 
I ’scat,  puss,  puss.  I’ll  get  her  up  here,  den  I give  her 
good  kick.  Puss,  puss,  (gives  Jimmy  a devil  of  a kick.) 

J immy,  Oh  ! Boo-o-o ! 

Antony.  Oh,  my  ! What  dat  ? 

Fripon.  (in  bed)  Boo-oo-oo  ! 

Antony.  I’m  a gone  nigger ! 

(Jimmy  raising  up,  upsets  the  table.  Fripon  comes  from 
the  bed  with  a white  sheet  on.) 

Antony.  Oh,  murder ! kingdom  cum  ! thieves ! ghosts ! 
murder  ! (falls  on  his  face  and  kicks.) 

Fripon.  Now  I must  secure  that  note,  (he  picks  one 
off  the  ground)  This,  is,  her  sweet  composition,  (kisses  it) 
Come,  Irish,  help  me  bury  him.  They  cover  him  yuittb 
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table-cloth * table,  cradles , and  every  movable  thing , except  the 
bed -■ — into  which  they  get , drawing  to  the  curtains — knock , 
d.  f.  Antony  jumps  up,  upsetting  all  the  things  which 
were  piled  upon  him,  and  runs  up  the  chimney. 

Enter  Mrs.  Morton  and  Flutter,  door  l.  c. 

Both.  Gracious ! who  locked  that  door  ? (they  see  things 
scattered  about .) 

Mrs.  M.  (screams)  Oh,  oh,  oh ! 

Flutter.  Don’t  make  such  ,a  devilish  noise ! Here 
you  Fanny,  where  are  you  ? 

Mrs.  M.  Yes,  where  are  my  twins  ? 

Enter  Fanny,  d.  l.  c. 

Mrs.  M.  Come  here  you  hussy.  Where  are  my 
babies  ? 

Fanny.  I hain’t  got  your  babies  mem.  I never  saw 
your  babies — -No,  I mean  I hain’t  got  your  babies,  mem. 

Flutter.  You  are  both  mad.  I’ll  soon  settle  this 
business.  Here,  you  scoundrel,  (calling)  Antony,  where 
are  you. 

Antony,  (putting  his  head  through  stove  pipe  hole  over 
mantel-piece)  Here  I is ! 

(They  scream.) 

Antony.  Don’t  be  afraid : it  is  mo. 

Mrs.  M.  You  monster,  where  are  my  babies  ? 

Antony.  Don’t  know,  hope  I nebah  stir,  I don’t. 

Flutter.  Come  down,  or  I’ll  break  every  bone  in 
your  black  skin. 

Antony.  I golly,  old  fellow,  you  got  to  catch  me  fust. 

Mrs.  M.  (kindly)  Do  come  down,  Antony,  and  tell  me 
what  has  become  of  my  dear  twins. 

Antony.  Now  yer  ain’t  mad,  is  yer  ? ’cause  if  yer  is, 
I ain’t  a goin’  to  cum  down. 

Mrs.  M.  Do  come  down,  ’Tony,  and  tell  me  about  it. 

(Antony  comes  down — Jiis  white  pants  covered  behind 
with  soot.) 

Mrs.  M.  Now  Antony,  tell  us  all  about  it. 
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Antony,  (x’s  to  c.)  I tell  you  all  about  it;  fust 
dar  was  fourteen  robbers  come  in  wid  swords — one  ob 
dem  got  me  by  de  wool — sez  be,  I want  your  money  or 
dem  babies — den  de  oder  nineteen  took  ob  my  wool,  and 
de  hull  forty-five  said  all  at  once,  one  after  de  odder : 
gib  us  yer  money  or  dem  babies.  Take  de  babies,  sez  I 
— I didn’t  say  dat — I said,  take  my  money  ; ’cos  I didn’t 
hab  a red  cent,  you  know.  Den  de  fust  t’ing  dat  I 
knowed,  de  hull  fifty  ob  ’em  knocked  me  down — about 
one  hundred  and  fifty  jumped  on  me,  carried  off  de 
Siamese  Twins — and  dat’s  all. 

Flutter.  I don’t  believe  one  word  of  what  you  have 
uttered. 

Antony.  Oh,  I hope  I neber  stir 

Fanny,  (sees  the  bed  curtains  shake')  Oh,  missus,  there’s 
some  one  in  the  bed ! 

Antony.  It’s  de  debble,  I see  him. 

Mrs,  M.  (screams)  Oh,  Fanny;  stand  near  me 
Fanny. 

(Antony  and  the  ladies  run  into  r.  corner  of  the  stage.) 

Flutter,  (taking  'pistols  from  pocket)  Devil  or  no  devil 
I’ll  have  him  out.  (goes  up  to  bed  and  lugs  Jimmy  out  by 
the  ear)  Now,  sir,  what  brought  you  here  ? 

Jimmy.  My  affection  for  that  little  devil  in  the  corner. 
(points  to  Fanny  and  X ’s  to  her) 

Fanny.  Yes,  sir,  and  I loves  him  dearly,  too. 

Mrs.  M.  ( x ’•$  to  Fanny)  Fanny,  Fanny  ! I’m  ashamed 
of  you.  (goes  back  again.) 

Antony.  So  am  I. 

Jimmy  And  there’s  one  more  of  the  same  sort  left. 

Flutter.  What,  another  ? come  out,  sir.  (brings 
Fripon  down)  Now,  sir,  what  caused  you  to  come  to  this 
house  in  such  a secret  manner  ? 

Fripon.  Your  pardon,  Monsieur,  I come  to  declare  my 
what-you-call — my  passion  for  zis  lady,  (x’s  Mrs. 
M.,  and  takes  her  arm). 

Fanny,  (x’s  to  her)  Mrs.  Morton  ! Mrs,  Morton  ! Iam 
ashamed  of  you  ! (goes  back.) 

Flutter,  (c.)  I’m  petrified. 
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Antony,  (l.  corner ) I’m  pepperified. 

Flutter.  Silence,  sir!  I suppose  you  thoroughly  under- 
stand each  other. 

Fripon.  (r.  corner ) Yes,  hut  I should  like  to  ask  you, 
madame,  if  you  making  fool  of  me — or  why  did  you 
write  me  zis  note  ? ( giving  it  to  her.) 

Mrs.  M.  (r.  corner  reading ) — “ your  presence  no 
longer — leave  the  house — I’ll  have  you  shot.”  I never 
wrote  such  a note.  No,  my  dear  Fripon,  believe  me. 

Flutter.  ( takes  paper)  That’s  the  discharge  I wrote 
for  that  black  villain  in  the  corner.  Now,  sir,  leave  the 
house. 

Mrs.  M.  Stay,  I have  a very  important  question  to 
ask.  What  have  you  done  with  my  dear  children— my 
lovely  twins. 

Jimmy.  ( going  up  to  the  bed)  Here  they  lay,  madam, 
cosey  as  a flay  in  a blanket. 

Fanny.  ( goes  to  bed)  Oh,  the  blessed  dear  innocents. 
Why,  I declare  they  are  quite  wet — how  came  they  so  ? 

Antony.  Oh,  Fanny,  ain’t  you  ’shamed  to  ask  such  a 
question. 

Flutter.  Silence,  sir ! I suppose  you  are  each  satis- 
fied with  your  choice  ? (They  nod  assent.)  Enough  ! 
Now,  you  story-telling  specimen  of  African  human 
nature,  I discharge  you  ! Leave  the  house.  Go,  or  I’ll 
kick  you  out ! 

Fanny.  Two  words  to  that.  If  he  goes  I’ll  go  too. 

Jemmy.  Yes,  and  I’ll  go  three. 

Mrs.  M.  Well,  miss,  you  are  at  liberty  to  go  if  you 
wish, 

Antony.  Dat’s  enuff.  Hope  I may  neber  stir  if  I 
mind  your  babies  agin,  (to  Flutter.)  Say,  you  ain’t 
gwoin’  to  turn  me  into  de  street  widout  a character,  is 
you  ? 

Flutter.  I won’t  give  you  a character ! 

Antony,  (crosses  to  c.)  Won’t  you  give  me  a reom- 
mum-dation  ? (to  Mrs.  M.) 

Mrs.  M.  No,  indeed  I shall  not. 

Antony.  Dat’s  enuff.  (he  goes  to  the  Audience) 
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Won’t  you,  ladies  and  gentlemen,  give  me  a recommen- 
dation ? ( applause ) Dar,  old  man,  der’s  de  recommenda- 
tions I like  to  hear,  and  if  our  little  sketch  haa  afforded 
you  any  amusement,  I will  never  repint  having  beea 
called  the 

fC  Mischievous  Nigger  ! " 
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LACY, 


THE  JOLLY  MILLERS. 


CHARACTERS. 


Simon,  a Miller  Boy Mr.  C.  White. 

Old  Gerald,  a Farmer Mr.  J.  Carroll. 

Edward,  in  love  with  Gerald’s  daughter  Mr.  E.  Wise. 


Janette 


Mr.  W.  Vincent. 


Millers,  two  or  more. 


properties. 

Set  cottage  on  the  left — well  in  centre,  up  stage — rope 
and  bucket  to  the  well,  no  bottom  in  bucket— two  lanterns, 
both  lit — two  short  ladders — three  miller’s  sacks,  filled— 
one  small  market  basket,  containing  pint  bottle,  tin  cup, 
piece  of  cake  nut,  hammer,  small  paper  of  flour,  and  a 
large  key  a small  towel  to  cover  the  basket  with — one 
watering  pot  a fishing-rod,  with  short  piece  of  line  on 
it,  and  a cork  on  the  end,  that  will  fit  the  bottle— two  or 
three  miller’s  shirts,  with  white  slouch  hats — two  lono- 
white  sacks  to  get  in,  one  wider  and  larger  than  the  other 
—a  large  stuffed  club— one  violin,  for  Simon— guitar,  or 
banjo  for  Edward— one  dummy  (a  stuffed  man,  made  to 
look  like  Simon),  the  legs  contrived  to  pull  off  up  by  the 
thighs — two  stuffed  sticks — a rope  running  from  the  flies, 
in  centre,  put  up  strong  enough  to  carry  the  dummy. 

Time  in  'performance , 30  minutes . 
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SCENE. — Set  cottage , l. — Well  in  background , c. — A picket 
fence  behind  the  well — Spinning -wheel  for  Janette,  who 
sits  at  work — Simon  and  two  Millers  are  all  half  asleep 
on  their  sacks. 

Enter  Edward,  r. 

Edward.  Ah,  my  dear  Janette,  yon  are  np  early,  and 
I don’t  blame  you  for  it,  either;  for  it  is  a most  lovely 
morning.  ( he  turns  around , and  seeing  the  Millers 
asleep , goes  and  rouses  them  up)  Come,  you  lazy  rascals, 
up,  I say,  up  ! ( goes  to  Simon,  and  kicks  him ; Simon  hicks 
up  as  if  by  accident , and  it  takes  effect  on  Edward. 
Edward  then  shakes  him  again . Simon  gets  up — they 
commence  to  harrangue  together.  Gough  heard  from  the  old 
farmer , Gerald,  within , which  stops  their  qurrrel , and 
Edward  hurries  off , r.,  saying)  Ah ; here  is  the  old  man. 

Enter  Gerald  from  cottage , l. 

Gerald.  Ah,  ha  L What,  you  lazy  rascals,  are  you 
here  yet  ? Come,  this  will  never  do.  Simon,  get  up,  be 
off  ! (He  hits  Simon  with  stuffed  stick.  Helps  him  up  with 
his  sack , and  starts  him  off.  Goes  to  the  other  Millers, 
and  helps  them  off  also.  They  go  off.  While  helping  them 
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Simon  returns  and  lays  down  again  on  his  sack.  Gebald 
turns  and  discovers  Simon,  who  he  raps  again  with  stick . 
He  then  takes  hold  of  sack , and  tries  to  asssist  Simon.  They 
have  some  funny  business  with  the  sack . During  this  time , 
Edwabd  returns , and  makes  love  to  Janette.  Simon  dis- 
covers them , and  pushes  the  old  man’s  face  round  to  look  at 
it.  Gebald  then  goes  round  to  strike  Edwabd,  and  culms 
a blow , but  he  dodges  it , and  Simon  receives  it  instead . 
Edwabd  runs  off  b.,  pursued  by  the  old  man , who  turns 
suddenly , and  catches  a slap  from  Simon.  Gebald  starts 
his  daughter  in  the  house.  He  then  returns  to  assist  Simon 
with  the  sack  of  flour , who  goes  off , b.  u.  e.)  There,  I’ve 
got  rid  of  that  pest,  and  now  I’ll  go  in  the  house  and 
understand  the  meaning  of  all  this.  ( Exit  in  house , l. 

Enter  Edwabd,  b. 

Edwabd.  It’s  all  quiet  again,  and  now,  if  I could  only 
get  Janette  out — I’ll  try,  anyhow,  (he  taps  lightly  at 
the  side  of  the  window ) Ah ! I hear  some  one  coming. 
(hides  off  l.  1 e.) 

Enter  Simon,  l.  u.  e. 

At  the  same  time , Janette  comes  out  of  the  house.  She 
is  angry  with  him  about  knocking  for  her  to  come  out.  He 
don’t  know  anything  about  it.  She  then  turns  to  go  into  the 
house,  but  he  en  treats  her  to  remain  and  have  a dance — music 
for  dance — she  consents , and  they  dance ; as  soon  as  they 
begin,  Edwabd  slaps  Simon’s  ear  very  hard,  and  runs  off 
— Simon  calls  for  an  explanation  of  Janette  about 
slapping  him  so  hard — they  make  it  up  and  begin  once  more , 
he  gets  slapped  again — dance  again  by  waltzing  round  the 
stage — Janette  and  Simon  separate  here,  and  in  turning 
round  to  embrace  Janette,  he  catches  Edwabd,  Janette 
runs  off  to  cottage,  hurry  for  fight — a comic  fight  begins , 
which  ends  by  Edwabd  throwing  Simon  down  the  well.) 

Edwabd.  There,  I guess  I’ll  not  be  bothered  with  you 
any  more,  and  now  I am  off.  (Exit,  b. 

Enter  Jannette  from  cottage , with  watering  pot — she  goes 

to  the  well,  gets  hold  of  rope , which  she  cannot  hoist , 
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looks  down  well — starts  with  fright — runs  in  the  house 
with  a scream — : music , hurry — she  drags  Gerald  out  of 
the  house  by  his  arm , and  brings  him  to  the  well , saying 
Father,  there’s  some  one  in  the  well! 

Gerald.  Stop,  I say  ! Do  you  want  to  kill  me.  My 
gracious  ! why  there’s  nothing  in  the  well. 

Janette.  Yes,  there  is,  father — I’m  sure  of  it  for  I 
saw  him. 

Gerald.  Well,  I’ll  go  back,  {goes  to  the  well , and  looks 
down ) Dear  me  ! I don’t  see  anything.  Go  and  get  me 
the  lantern.  (Janette  goes  in  the  house , and  returns  with 
lantern ) Oh — what,  eh  ! oh  ! dear — who — there’s  a man 
in  the  well,  sure  enough.  Here,  hoys ! 

Enter  Two  Millers,  r.  tj.  e. 

Two  Millers.  Oh,  boys,  hurry — there’s  a man  in  the 
well.  ( [confusion ) Catch  hold  of  the  rope,  may  be  he’s  in 
the  bucket,  and  so  we  can  pull  him  out.  ( they  all  take  hold 
-—music,  three  chords — as  they  pull  together  three  times — at 
the  third  pull , Old  Man  falls ) Oh,  you  fools  ! what  made 
you  let  go.  (they  take  hold  again  as  before — at  the  third 
pull  Simon  appears , but  suddenly  slips  through  the  bottom 
of  the  bucket , at  the  same  time  those  that  pull  fall  down.) 
A.h  ! now  I have  it — I’ll  fish  him  out  with  my  trout-pole 
— he  can’t  break  that,  (goes  in — gets  his  pole , and  enters ) 
How,  if  I could  only  hook  him — but  what  will  I do  for 
bait  ? Oh,  I have  it.  (pidls  bottle  out  his  pocket).  There, 
I’ll  give  him  some  of  that,  and  if  he’s  a live  man,  he’ll 
be  sure  to  bite,  for  it  is  an  “ original  package.”  (substitute 
any  local  term  in  vogue  about  liquor — he  lowers  it  dotvn 
well , and  while  fishing , one  of  the  Millers  touches  his 
elbow).  Oh,  my ! — what  a bite.  Oh  ! boys,  I got  him, 
stand  by  the  well,  and  catch  him  when  I pull  him  up. 
(Simon  is  dragged  up  quickly  at  the  bottle.)  There,  that’s 
him — seize  him ! (the  Millers  catch  hold  while  Gerald 
takes  the  bottle  from  him).  There,  lift  him  out.  (the  Boys 
take  Simon  down  front — raise  him  by  the  arm  and  body 
and  shake  the  vjater  out  of  him.)  Dear  me  the  fellow  was 
chock-full  of  water.  As  I live,  it’s  Simon — why,  Simon, 
how’s  this  ? How  came  you  down  the  well,  eh  ? 
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Simon.  ( 'pantomimes , and  informs  Gerald  who  thus 
interprets  his  meaning)  So  you  got  fighting,  and  the 
young  man  threw  you  down  the  well.  My  conscience  ! 
what  a desperate  rogue  he  must  have  been.  Ah,  ha  ! I 
know  the  scoundrel.  I’ll  have  him  arrested.  What, 
throw  Simon  down  my  well  ! Here,  boys,  go  to  work. 
Simon,  go  and  dry  your  clothes.  I’ll  be  off  this  minute, 
What,  lick  my  boy  Sime.  (exit  to  house — returns  im- 
mediately with  Janette,  who  carries  a small  basket  con- 
taining a bottle , keys , hammer , nut , cake , cup),  and  small 
paper  of  flour — she  carries  a lantern.) 

Gerald.  There,  Janette,  that  will  do.  Now  go  into 
the  house,  (she  refuses , he  then  takes  hold  of  her  by  the 
arm  and  starts  her  in — he  then  takes  key  out  of  his 
basket , and  locks  the  door)  There,  I guess  you  will  be  safe 
till  I return,  and  if  I don’t  mistake,  I think  you  are  the 
cause  of  all  this  trouble.  Anyhow,  I’ll  go  down  to 
Squire  Palmer’s  and  get  a writ  of  Have-his-Corpus. 
Goodness  gracious  ! to-day  is  my  birthday,  and  I like  to 
forgot  all  about  it.  Why  how  forgetful ! now,  as  I am 
going  down  to  my  old  friend,  the  Squire,  I’ll  have  a 
jolly  good  drink.  (Exit,  r.  u.  e. 

Enter  Edward,  r.  1 e. — Music  pizzicato. 

(as  if  listening)  And  while  you’re  gone.  I’ll  see  if  I can’t 
get  in  the  house.  So  here  goes  for  a little  serenade  to 
begin  with,  (sings  ivith  banjo  or  guitar.) 

(At  the  close  of  his  song , Simon  enters  with  violin — they 
touch  each  other , as  if  by  accident — Edward  gets  frightened, 
goes  off  to  r.  and  listens.) 

Simon  commences  to  play  violin — (Orchestra  does  it) 
after  a few  dismal  chords,  dec.,  he  tries  to  dance  Sailor’s 
Hornpipe — no  one  notices  him — he  goes  to  small  window  in 
cottage,  spits  on  the  pane,  and  rubs  it  ivith  his  arm  to  clean 
it — he  then  gets  a ladder,  Edward  does  the  same  they  both 
grope  their  way  in  the  dark.  Their  ladders  strike,  and  each 
thinks  he  is  right,  both  elevate  theirladders  to  ascend  theivindovu  j 
but  get  the  heads  of  their  ladders  together.  Edward  runs  i 
up  his  ladder,  Simon,  lelow,  goes  hist,  hist,  hist ! (with  Ids  i 
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mouth ) Edward  thinking  it  is  Janette,  points  below,  and 
goes  down.  Edward  points  up  and  climbs  up?  Simon 
coming  down.  Edward  then  cries  Hist!  ( three  times'),  and 
Simon  ascends  again.  They  are  both  in  raptures  at  meeting. 
They  feel  each  others  face  and  discover  their  mistake  — both 
slide  down  their  ladders.  Simon  places  his  ladder 
against  cottage  window . Edward  sees  him,  and  putting 
his  ladder  on  Simon’s  back,  slips  off  and  runs  away  fright - 
ened.  Simon  does  the  same,  but  returns  and  secretes  himself 
in  the  large  bag.  Edward  returns  and - hides  himself  in  a 
bag  also  to  watch  Simon.  In  getting  themselves  away 
they  bump  together,  at  which  Simon  gets  against  the 
cottage-door.  Edward  by  the  well. — hJnter  Gerald,  r u.  e. 
with  lantern  and  basket,  singing:— ‘‘I  won’t  go  home 
till  morning.” — Well,  I’ve  had  a jolly  good  time,  and 
I’ve  left  Squire  Palmer  as  drunk  as  the  devil.  Dear  me  ! 
how  did  I ever  find  my  way  home  in  the  situation  I m 
in  ? Thanks  to  the  moon.  She’s  kept  herself  hid,  and 
ain’t  thrown  any  light  on  my  fanlts  to-night.  Now  then, 
I’ll  see  if  I got  my  keys,  and  then  go  to  bed.  I wonder 
if  my  daughter  is  still  safe  in  the  house.  (He  takes  his 
key  out  of  the  basket,  staggers  up  to  the  door , and,  placing 
it  against  the  sack,  tries  to  unlock  the  door).  Well, 
well,  I believe  I’m  drunk.  I can’t  find  any  keyhole  ( takes 
the  lantern  and  looks  for  the  keyhole.)  Dear  me  ! I never 
saw  my  door  so  clean  before  ( sets  down  his  lantern. 
Simon  runs  away  and  Edward  takes  his  place.)  Why,  as 
I live  there’s  a sack  of  flour  before  my  door.  Never 
mind,  I’ll  get  it  in  ( goes  to  take  up  sack,  but  it  is  smaller 
than  before).  There  now,  I know  I’m  tipsy,  for  a minute 
ago  it  was  so  high  ( stoops  and  lifts  the  sack  on  his  shoulder 
and  carries  it  off  round  the  end  of  the  house,  l.  u.  e.)  What 
careless  boys ! to  leave  my  flour  out  of  doors  all  night. 

Simon  ( starts  and  makes  some  funny  moves  in  the  bag  to 
frighten  Gerald)  Oh,  dear  me  ! what  is  that  ? Oh,  my  ! 
Speak,  or  I’ll  blow  your  brains  out  with  this  basket! 
Pshaw  ! it  ain’t  anything  ! I’ll  go  and  put  my  hand  on 
it  if  it’s  the  devil  himself  ( goes  up  and  staggers  against  it). 
Gracious  it’s  some  more  of  my  flour  (lie  tries  to  lift  it  up, 
Simon  falls  down  in  the  sack — Gerald  whirls  it  round , and 
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it  trips  him  down — Gerald  gets  up  takes  liis  basket , and 
prepares  to  sit  down  on  the  sack).  Now  I’ll  get  something 
to  drink,  take  this  flour  in  the  house,  and  then  I’ll  go  to 
bed  ( as  he  sits  down , Simon  rolls  up  the  stage , which  makes 
Gerald  land  on  the  floor — G erald,  disappointed  in  his  seat , 
after  filling  his  cup  from  the  bottle  in  the  basket , sits  down 
by  his  side — Simon  puts  the  small  paper  of  flour  in  the  cup 
so  when  Gerald  drinks  he  flours  himself  completely .)  Hallo, 
hie  ! Thieves  ! murder  ! (he  gets  up  and  Simon  discovers 
himself.) 

Gerald.  Hallo ! what,  a man  in  the  bag ! (he  runs 
at  it — Simon  opens  his  sack , and  as  Gerald  makes  for  him 
he  runs  his  head  in  the  bag , and  Simon  runs  out  of  it.) 

Gerald.  Heigho,  boys ! Murder,  thieves ! Oh,  dear  ! 
(Boys  run  in  with  stuffed  sticks , and  beat  the  man  in  the 
bag — Simon  in  the  corner  laughing — The  Millers  take 
bag  off  the  Old  Man,  who  is  quite  exhausted.) 

Millers,  (astonished)  What,  Mr.  Gerald  ! 

Gerald.  My  gracious,  where  am  I ? (discovers  Simon) 
There ! that’s  the  scoundrel  who  has  been  the  cause  of  it 
all ! (pointing  to  Simon.)  Go,  catch  the  rascal.  Ha,  ha. 
Simon,  eh  ? Take  him  away  and  throw  him  into  the 
horse-pond.  (The  Millers  pursue  Simon  who  runs  off , r.) 

Gerald.  Hold  up,  boys.  Bring  him  back,  and  tie  him 
up  while  I knock  his  brains  out  with  this  club,  (the 
Millers  bring  in  the  Dummy,  who  is  tied  round  the  waist 
with  a hoisting  rope.  The  men  in  the  wings  hoist 
the  dummy.  The  Millers  get  hold  of  his  legs , while 
Gerald  aims  an  awful  blow  with  his  large  club.  Tts  force 
knocks  off  both  the  legs  of  the  dummy,  while  the  body  goes  up 
to  the  flies , each  Miller  having  a leg.  Tableau  and 
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Liyeriieel,  alias  Belshazzar  Bug,  M.D. 

Mr.  C.  White 

Old  Johnson,  an  invalid. 
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SCENE.  — Set  house , b.  u.  e.,  with  door  and  window 
■practicable — large  pile  of  wood  in  front  of  house. 

Liyebheel  sings  ivithout , l.  1 e.,  then  enters  with  saw  and 
buck. 

I only  got  one  job  to  day  — I wonder  whar  de  todder’s 
cumin’  from.  I wish  de  devil  had  all  de  stone  cole  dat’s 
a spoilin’  my  perfession,  I guess  I’ll  have  to  hire  some 
common  niggars  to  carry  my  buck  and  saw,  and  pay  him 
commision  on  ebery  load  ob  wood  dat  he  cuts  up  for  me. 
It’s  worth  sixpence  a load  to  be  a gentleman,  and  gib 
orders ! But  dat  dare  dam  stone  cole — it’s  a knockin’  de 
wood  cold.  It’s  no  use  talkin’  kase  you  can’t  saw  de  cole 
— an’  if  de  mountains  dat  dey  dig  it  from  don’t  burn  down 
soon,  dis  berry  suceptable  niggar  will  be  ’bliged  to  turn 
preacher-man,  and  spend  a shillin’  for  a white  cravat  and 
a paper  shirt-collar,  (turns  up  stage , and  sees  pile  of  wood.) 
Hollo!  dah’s  a chance.  If  any  odder  niggar  bin  and 
got  dat  job,  I’ll  break  his  jaw  short  off.  (rings  bell)  Dah 
— dat’ll  wake  sum  ob  dem  lazy  niggars  up ! 
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Betsy  opens  door  and  Johnson  opens  window . 

Betsy.  What  do  you  want. 

Liver.  Oh,  golly ! what  a pretty  yaller  gal.  Please, 
Missis,  I want ” 

John.  Well ! What  do  you  want  ? 

Liver.  Why,  I’d  like  to  git  de  job  to  saw  dat  wood. 

John.  Betsy,  shut  de  door.  I’ll ’tend  to  dis  man.  (Betsy 
shuts  door.)  What  will  you  charge  to  saw  de  wood  ? 

Liver.  If  de  sticks  am  to  be  saw’d  twice.  I’ll  charge 
you  a shillin’.  Tree  times  is  eighteen-pence. 

John.  How  long  will  it  take  you  to  saw  it  three  times  ? 

Liver.  ’Bout  an  hour — ’cordin’  to  de  length  ob  de 
sticks — de  toughness  ob  de  wood — de  sharpness  ob  de 
saw — and  de  strength  ob  de  buck. 

John.  Well,  go  to  work,  an’  when  you  is  done  I will 
pay  you.  (retires  and  shuts  window .) 

Liver.  He’s  good  for  de  amount.  Now  for  de  good 
old  work.  I’ll  make  de  slivers  fly  off  ob  dem  sticks,  like 
hot  shot  off  ob  a shubble.  (sawing  wood  and  singing .) 

Enter  Julius,  l.  1 e. 

Julius.  Old  Johnson  swears  that  he’ll  throw  a pan  ob 
hot  fat  over  me,  if  I serenade  his  lubly  Rosea — and  he 
keeps  de  door  locked  so  dat  nobody  can  get  in,  or  out — 
unless  he  knows  it.  (Betsy  opens  window .)  But  I’ll  have 
her  off  in  spite  of  all  his  locks.  Hollo  ! There’s  that  in- 
fernal Betsy  with  her  head  out  of  the  window.  She 
don’t  see  me.  I’ll  listen  and  hear  what  she  says  to  dat 
darkey,  (gets  behind  wing , r.) 

Betsy,  (to  Liverheel)  Say  you  ! 

Liver.  Well,  what  do  you  want  wid  you? 

Betsy.  Why  Mr.  Johnson  has  been  suddenly  taken 
wid  a fit  ob  sum  kind,  and  our  Josey  has  gone  on  an 
errand ; won’t  you  be  so  kind  as  to  go  down  to  de  next 
corner,  an’  fetch  de  Harb-Doctor — he’s  de  nearest — 
quick  ! Hurry  will  you.  (retires— shuts  window .) 

Liver.  Sartin  sure — massa — moses!  de  old  feller 
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might  drap  off — and  den  I wouldn’t  git  my  eighteen- 
pence.  By  golly ! I’ll  run  like  de  berry  debble. 

Julius.  Ah,  ha ! de  old  fellow  is  sick,  and  wants  a 
Herb-Doctor.  I have  it.  Say — wood-sawyer  ! here — 
quick — come  with  me  ! 

Liver.  See  you  jamm’d,  fust — an’  den  I wouldn’t — 
I’m  on  business — 

Julius.  Never  mind — I’ll  give  you  twenty  dollars  if 
you’ll  do  what  I tell  you. 

Liver.  How  much  ? 

Julius.  Twenty  dollars ! 

Liver.  Oh,  go  ’way.  Dah  ain’t  so  much  money  in  de 
world. 

Julius.  Yes  tl^ere  is.  Now  go  to  de  door,  and  tell  ’em 
that  Belshazzar  Bug — the  Doctor — will  be  here  in  a short 
time. 

Liver.  But  I haven’t  seen  him,  and  how  de  debble  do 
I know  he’s  a cumin’ — when  nobody  goes  after  him  ? 
Besides,  de  old  feller  might  drop  off,  and  den  I’ll  lose 
my  eighteen-pence. 

Julius.  Yes,  but  think  of  twenty  dollars. 

Liver.  Jist  as  you  say — eighteen-pence  ain’t  nuffin’  to 
twenty  dollars,  ’specially  when  I gits  de  dollars  for  doing 
nuffin’.  (goes  up  stage  and  rings  bell.) 

Betsy.  ( appears ) Well,  did  you  see  de  doctor  ? 

Liver.  Yes.  He  says  dat  he’ll  be  here  jist  as  soon  as 
he  saws  a man’s  leg  off,  and  sets  an  old  woman’s  jaw-bone. 
In  a quarter  of  an  hour. 

Betsy.  Very  well.  Thank  you — dare’s  six-pence  for 
you. 

Johnson,  (inside  of  house)  Betsy — Betsy  ! 

Liverheel  maizes  love  to  Betsy — Julius  holds  up  a 
pocket-book^  and  goes  off  r.  1 e ) 

Liver.  Oh,  yes ! I like  to  forget  de  twenty  dollars, 

(Exits  hastily , r.  1 e 

SCENE  II. — Front  Chamber. 

Enter  Julius  and  Josey,  l.  1 e. 

Julius.  Well,  is  that  darkey  fixed  up  in  dem  clothes 
yet? 
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Josey.  Yes,  sir — lie  was  a puttin’  sum  pepper  sauce  on 
his  head  to  make  him  smell  like  a doctor. 

Julius.  Josey  ! do  you  think  de  folks  down  to  de  house 
will  know  him  ? 

Josey.  No,  indeed — he’s  got  sense  enough  for  dat. 
But  Mr.  Johnson  sa}rs  if  he  ever  see  me  a talkin’  to  you 
he’ll  discharge  me.  So  you  must  be  a gitting  away 
afore  dey  see  you. 

Julius.  Well,  Josey,  here’s  a shillin’  for  you.  Now 
don’t  say  a wTord  to  anybody  about  de  doctor,  except 
Bosea,  and  tell  her  he  is  a friend  of  mine. 

Josey.  Yes,  sir,  I will.  (Exit  Josey,  n.  1 e. 

Julius.  If  my  plan  ob  disguising  this  wood-sawyer 
succeeds — which  it  no  doubt  will — then  the  beautiful 
Bosea  will  be  mine,  and  old  Johnson  may  retire  in 
disgust.  Now  to  see  if  the  doctor  is  ready,  then  for  my 
lovely  Bosea.  (Exit  l.  1.  e. 

(If  necessary  male  a love  scene  here  between  Betsy  and 
Josey.  Beginning  about  the  old  man's  illness , his  will  dec., 
to  give  Liverheel  dressing  time — when  he  is  ready , change 
to.) 

SCENE  III. — Handsome  Chamber — table  on  l.  of  c.  with 

boohs,  dec.,  on  it — chairs — Johnson  discovered  lying  on 

sofa,  c. — Bose  at  his  head — Betsy  at  his  feet — Josey 

below  l.  of  c. 

John.  Oh ! what  a pain  it  is  ! is  that  infernal  doctor 
ever  coming  ? 

Josey,  I guess  he  won’t  be  long — lease  I seed  him 
fixen  his  things  as  I come  by. 

John.  I wonder  what  can  be  the  matter  with  me  ? I’m 
full  of  pains  all  over — every  bone  in  my  body  seems 
aching  on  its  own  account,  (aside  to  Josey)  Josey,  come 
here,  I want  you  to  go  and  ask  that  one-eyed  policeman 
over  the  way  if  he  has  seen  any  suspicious  persons  about 
my  door  to-day. 

Josey.  Yes,  sir — certainly  (aside)  in  a horn. 

(Exit  Josey,  l. 

John.  Oh — ah!  these  shooting  pains.  Oh — ah!  there 
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they  go  down  my  leg — now  np  again  in  my  eye.  Eh — 
oh!  what  shall  this  poor  darkey  do?  (hell  rings')  Here, 
Betsy,  take  de  door  key.  It  must  be  the  Doctor,  (gives 
hey  to  Betsy,  who  exits  l.) 

Rose.  Do  you  feel  easier,  poppy  r 

Enter  Betsy,  l. 

Betsy.  This  way,  sir — this  way.  It  is  the  Doctor. 

Enter  Livehheel,  l.  extravagantly  dressed;  large  frills  on 
his  shirt , &cs 

Liver,  (aside)  If  de  old  chap  don’t  get  well  fust 
he  sees  me,  he’ll  stand  a lot  of  yerbs  and  roots — that’s 
all. 

John.  He’s  the  queerest  looking  doctor  I ever  saw. 
(Livehheel  sets  down  trunk  and  hags)  I wonder  if  he 
intends  to  open  a ’potecary  shop  in  my  house. 

Liver.  Dat’s  de  yerbs — and  dat’s  de  tools,  (aside)  I’ll 
skeer  dat  darkey  into  a yellow  duck  fit  in  two  minutes. 

Betsy,  (coming  down)  Let  me  have  your  hat,  sir. 

Liver,  (gives  her  the  hat)  Don’t  damage  de  hat — ’kase 
it’s  got  my  name  inside.  But,  whar’s  de  sick  man  ? 

Betsy.  Thar  he  is. 

Rose.  This  way,  sir. 

Liver.  ( aside , as  he  goes  up)  I wonder  if  he  is  got  any 
of  dem  catching  fits,  (coughing)  Now  for  it.  Are  you 
de  pay  .Lent  dat  I hab  de  honor  of  being  called  on  to 
examine  ? 

John.  Yes,  sir.  I’m  de  patient. 

Liver,  (aside)  I thought  so — he  don’t  look  berry  ill 
for  a sick  man.  (aloud)  What  am  de  symptoms  ? 

Rose.  Oh,  sir,  he  was  taken  bery  suddenly. 

Liver,  (aside)  Dat’s  de  way  my  brudder  Sam  was 
took  to  jail  for  stealing,  (to  Johnson)  If  youisde  subject 
of  my  visit,  allow  me  to  feel  your  pulse,  (aside)  By  golly ! 
I forgot — is  it  in  deleg  or  in  do  arm,  (Johnson  holds  up  his 
linn.  Liverheel  feels  it , shahes  his  head , and  struts 
dciun  stage , it.) 
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Hose.  ( comes  down  to  Liverheel)  Well,  doctor,  what 
do  yon  think  ? 

Liver,  Nothing  much  ! De  sassage  ob  his  smugular 
canables  am  out  ob  order,  kase  de  sweat  of  de  what-do- 
you-call-’ems — am — dat’s  ’zackly  de  state  of  de  case  pre- 
cisely. 

John.  What  are  you  talkin’  about,  Rosey  ? 

Liver.  Old  gent,  keep  quiet ! Don’t  obflusticate  de 
workin’s  ob  your  final  sparrows  by  groaning.  ( aside  to 
Rose)  I ain’t  a doctor.  I cum  from  Julius,  and  I’se  got 
a letter  for  you — hush  ! 

Rose.  Where  is  the  letter  ? Quick  ! — give  it  to  me  ! 

Liver.  Shan’t  do  noffin  of  de  kind  kase  de  old  gentle- 
man might  see  us. — ( aloud .)  Young  woman,  assist  de 
workin’s  of  genius.  Hand  me  dat  trunk ! (Betsy  brings 
trunk  to  him.') — and  dem  dar  saddle-bags.  Now,  Mr. 
patient,  I am  gwoin  to  make  a subscription  for  your  in- 
’ards.  (takes  from  trunk  a brick-bat — onion — sausage — bread 
— and  a butcher -knife,  which  he  sharpens  on  stage.) 

John,  (pointing  to  saddle-bags)  In  de  n ame  of  Moses  ! 
what  am  dem  for  ? 

Liver.  Dose  ? — dose  tings  ? Dey  am  de  secret  ob  de 
yerb  science.  Don’t  be  alarmed ! I never  uses  no  mercury, 
nor  kamermile.  (takes  out  of  saddle-bags  a pair  of  scales 
and  weights — a hammer — with  ivhich  he  breaks  brick  and 
puts  it  in  the  scales — then  in  the  iron  stewpan — with  some 
sawdust , and  a few  pieces  of  red  flannel.)  Dare — if  dat 
don’t  fetch  de  old  feller  up  a standing,  it  will  lay  him  on 
his  back — dat’s  a sure  case. 

Rose.  The  letter,  the  letter  ! Where  is  it  ? 

Liver.  In  my  h°t.  Rose  goes  up  and  gets  letter,  he 
gives  the  steivpan  to  Betsy.  She  and  Rose  exit  l.) 

John.  Whar  has  my  daughter  gone  ? 

Liver.  She’s  gone  to  bile  down  de  physic. 

John.  Is  that  nasty  stuff  in  that  pan  intended  for  me 
to  swallow  ? 

Liver.  Of  course,  how  do  you  expect  your  dusty- 
gustics  to  git  into  your  horse  frontio  of  your  whang- 
doodle,  if  you  don’t  ? 

John.  It’s  my  opinion  that  you’re  a humbug. 
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Liver.  Say,  look  a here,  Mister,  look  here ! I’se  a 
reg’lar  doctor — Braddlesags — and  when  I’se  curing  a 
man  I don’t  like  to  be  consulted. — Dat’s  alh 

John.  And  my  fever — what  am  I to  do  with  it  ? 

Liver.  Take  it  out  and  cut  it  off.  (he  takes  a plane  out 
of  the  trunk.') 

John.  Bah ! 

Enter  Josey,  l. 

John.  What’s  that  plane  for  ? 

Liver.  Why  to  jack  your  shins  off  when  you  is  got  a 
fever. 

Josey.  Please,  sir — there’s  a cab  just  stop’t  at  de  door, 
and  Miss  Rosey  is  coming  up  stairs  with  a strange  man. 
(Johnson  jumps  off  sofa , and  walks  up  and  down  stage  in 
a passion.)  Oh,  de  debil ! tricked  at  last. 

Liver.  Say,  look  a here.  You  had  better  be  quiet,  or 
I’ll  give  you  a dejection  ob  sawdust  and  brickbat. 

John.  Silence,  you  infernal  doctor! 

Josey.  Here  they  come. 

* 

Euler  Julius,  Rose,  and  Betsy,  l. 

Julius,  (to  Johnson.)  Your  forgiveness  is  all  we  ask. 
She  has  only  done  as  all  girls  do ; fell  in  love,  and — got 
married.  You  defied  me,  and  I have  conquered, — and  all 
by  de  means  of  you,  my  trusty  doctor. 

John.  He  in  the  plot,  too.  Bring  me  a gun  till  I shoot 
him. 

Liver.  Go  ’way  from  me,  old  man,  or  I’ll  throw  my 
saddle-bags  at  you, — go  away,  or  I’ll  tell  dat  gal  to  get 
de  sassage  tea  for  you. 

Julius.  Will  you  forgive  us? 

John.  Was  there  ever  such  tricks  ? Ho,  I won’t  for- 
give you.  But,  as  you’re  married  you  may  stay  here 
and  live,  but  I’ll  never  forgive  either  of  you. 

Liver.  Who  cares  whether  he  forgives  us  or  not,  so 
long  as  we  have  a better  place  to  get  it  at  a cheaper  rate. 

Julius,  Where  is  that,  Liverheel  ? 

Liver.  Thar — thir  am  de  ones  dat  always  forget  and 
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forgive  ! I am  sure  dat  dey  will  forgive  de  Woodsawyer, 
Liverheel,  for  the  sake  of  Belshazar  Bug : who,  though 
he  isn’t  a big  ’un,  is  a mighty  black  one,  dat  hopes  the 
errors  of  his  practice  will  never  kill  his  friends  in  any 
other  way  than  by  giving  them  a good  pill  of  fun,  every 
night — dat  is,  if  dey  like  to  come  here  and  take  it. 

Johnson.  Josey.  Liver.  Betsy.  Julius.  Rose. 
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THE  COOPERS. 


CHARACTERS. 


Pete  Dundrum,  an  apprentice  ....  Mr.  C.  White 

Caleb  Bosker,  a dumb  journeyman  . . Mr.  Lamaitre 

Slopey,  a bass  cooper Mr.  Carroll 

Jacobi Mr.  Budworth 

Lizzy Mr.  Vincent 

1st  Workman Mr.  Sexton 

2nd  Workman Mr.  Wambold 


PROPERTIES. 

Large  barrel  and  tub — coopers’  adze  and  hatchet  to 
hammer  with — market  basket  and  cloth — eggs,  Bologna 
pudding,  rolls  of  butter,  candlestick,  and  candle  lighted — 
pistol  or  gun — paper  caps  for  workmen,  with  aprons — 
money  in  purse — hand-saw,  dummy-legs,  shaving  box  to 
lay  body  on,  with  wheels — a piece  of  burnt  cloth  under 
the  barrel — white  sheet  and  mask — set  cottage — red  fire. 
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SCENE. — Landscape — Background , with  bridge — Cottage 
on  the  right — large  barrel  down  stage , near  cottage — small 
tub  opposite.  Pete  at  work  on  the  barrel — Caleb  at 
work  on  the  tub — music. 

Pete  Dundrum.  (driving  doiun  hoops , l.)  Well,  now ; 
I can’t  see  how  it  is  why  the  boss  makes  me  workon 
all  the  heavy  stuff,  while  Caleb  is  kept  to  work  on 
dem  small  tubs.  I’m  sure  it  can’t  be  because  he  ain’t 
able,  or  because  he  ain’t  as  big  as  me  ; and  even  if  he 
was,  it  wouldn’t  be  much  of  an  excuse  either,  for  he  eats 
just  as  much  as  I do,  and  takes  up  just  as  much  room  in 
de  bed.  Never  mind,  I’ll  soon  be  out  of  my  time. 
(begins  to  drive  down  hoops  on  his  barrel — he  strikes  his 
finger  with  his  adze,  which  makes  him  drop  his  tools  and 
hallo  out ) Caleb  ! Cale  ! Oh,  my — look  there  ! (putting  his 
hand  behind  him  and  showing  his  finger .) 

(Caleb  places  Pete’s  finger  in  his  mouth ; as  soon  as  he 
lets  go,  Pete  gives  him  a back-hander,  which  knocks  Cale 
in  the  tub.  Cale  pretends  to  fall  on  a nail.) 

Pete,  (laughs)  Ah ! ha  ! I’m  glad  of  it.  Oh,  Cale  ; 
here  comes  the  boss,  (they  both  commence  their  work  with 
good  earnest.) 

Enter  Old  Slopey,  with  some  tools  in  his  hand. 
Slopey.  Well,  boys;  what’s  all  this  noise  about,  eh? 
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I heard  yon  a quarter  of  a mile,  (the  boys  ivork  on 
without  paying  any  attention .)  I say  yon  Pete ; what’s 
been  going  on  here  ? Come,  out  with  it  ? 

Pete.  Well,  boss ; I’ll  tell  yon  how  it  is.  I was 
driving  down  the  hoops  on  this  hogshead,  and  I struck 
the  wTrong  nail,  but  Cale  there,  he  struck  the  right  one, 
didn’t  you  ? 

Cale.  ( shoivs  signs  of  anger  and  displeasure .) 

Slopey.  Well,  now  boys;  I don’t  want  to  hear  any 
quarreling,  and  let  this  be  the  end  of  it.  How,  then,  go 
in  and  get  your  breakfast.  (Cale  and  Pete  both  jump 
and  scramble  in  the  house  to  get  their  breakfast.')  Ah, 
them  boys ; they  are  always  quarreling.  Let  me  see,  I 
must  go  down  to  the  grocery  and  get  in  some  provisions, 
or  else  I shan’t  have  anything  in  the  house  for  breakfast. 
My  gracious ! how  the  boys  do  eat ! Here,  Lizzy, 
(calling,)  Lizzy. 

Enter  Lizzy,  from  house , l. 

Lizzy.  Well,  father;  what  is  it  ? Did  you  call  me  ? 

Slopey.  Yes,  my  child ; get  me  the  basket,  I must  go 
and  get  some  groceries  in.  (Lizzy  goes  into  house , l. 
and  gets  the  basket  for  her  father.)  Hew,  den,  my  dear  ! 
I don’t  feel  very  well,  besides,  I have  been  pretty  hard 
to  work.  How,  suppose  you  go  to  the  grocery  for  me. 
Do  now,  dere  that’s  a good  girl,  (old  Slopey  enters 
cottage , she  helps  him  in.) 

Enter  Jacobi  singing , with  a small  bundle  on  his 
shoulder , r. 

Jacobi.  Hallo  ! here  comes  some  one,  and  as  near  as  I 
can  judge,  it’s  a female.  I’ll  just  step  on  one  side,  and 
take  observations. 

Enter  Lizzy,  with  basket , l 

Jacobi.  Ah,  my  dear  Lizzy : it’s  you,  is  it  ? 

Lizzy.  What,  Jacobi ! (they  embrace  each  other  in  joy , 
Cale  sneezes  in  the  wing  which  frightens  Jacobi,  and  he 
runs  off , r.  cough  heard  ivithin , and 
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Enter  Slopey,  from  cottage . 

Slopey.  Well,  my  dear  ; be  sure  and  get  all  I send 
you  for  ? 

Lizzy.  Yes,  father,  (they  both  fuss  over  the  basket.) 

(Caleb  steals  in  behind  them  and  takes  something  out  of 
the  basket  and  runs  off.) 

Slopey.  Now,  my  child,  go ; you’ll  be  back  in  a few 
minutes.  (Exit  Lizzy,  r.  u.  e. 

Enter  Jacobi,  r. 

Jacobi.  How  do  you  do,  sir  ? 

Slopey.  Pretty  well,  sir,  I thank  you ; and  pray  who 
are  you  that  asks  the  question,  eh  ? 

Jacobi.  I’m  a young  man  in  want  of  work,  and  I heard 
yon  done  a very  lively  trade,  and  therefore  applied  to 
you,  to  see  if  you  can’t  engage  me. 

Slopey.  Well,  have  you  ever  worked  at  the  coopering 
business  ? 

Jacobi.  Oh,  yes,  sir.  I can  hook  a sling  with  anybody. 
(aside)  Gin  sling. 

Slopey.  You  can  do  what,  sir  ? 

Jacobi.  Hook  a sling  with  anybody. 

Slopey.  You  mean,  you  can  sling  a hoop  with  any- 
body ? 

Jacobi.  Yes,  sir  ; I suppose  it’s  one  and  the  same  thing. 

Slopey,  Wall,  my  dear  sir;  if  you  can  do  as  you  say, 
I’ve  no  doubt  but  that  you  will  suit  me,  and  perhaps  I’ll 
set  you  to  work.  However,  if  you  come  in  the  morning, 
I will  tell  you  decidedly,  and  likely  make  some  arrange- 
ment. 

Jacobi.  What  time  shall  I call,  sir  ? 

Slopey.  Come  about  eight  o’clock,  (Exit  Slopey  l.  u. 
e.  Jacobi  bows  and  scrapes  to  old  Slopey  as  he  leaves.) 

Enter  Lizzy,  r.  u.  e. 

Jacobi,  (tells  her  of  his  success)  Well,  my  dear;  I’ve 
been  lucky  enough  to  palm  myself  off  on  your  dad,  and 
to-morrow  morning  I think  he  will  set  me  to  work  at 
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coopering,  and  a pretty  mess  I’ll  make  of  it,  too ; for  I 
assure  yon,  I don’t  know  the  first  thing  about  it. 

Lizzy.  Never  mind,  perhaps  yon  can  learn  as  well  as 
anybody  else.  ( talking  heard  inside.')  Hallo  ! there’s  some 
one  coming — it’s  no  use  to  run.  Here,  I have  it ; hide 
away  under  this  barrel  for  a few  minutes,  I’ll  keep  a 
look-out  for  you,  and  let  you  know  when  the  coast  is 
clear,  {she  helps  to  hide  him  under  the  barrel  and  exits.) 

Enter  Slope y and  two  boys.  l.  u.  e. 

Slopey.  Now,  Cale,  be  lively  to-day.  and  Pete,  see 
that  you  get  along  as  usual,  and  don’t  let  me  come  back 
and  catch  you  idling  away  your  time.  (Exit  in  house,  l. 

(Pete  leans  against  the  barrel.  Jacobi  puts  his  hand 
through  the  bung -hole  and  pidls  Pete’s  trousers — Pete 
holes  about  to  learn  the  cause — sees  nothing , and  accuses 
Gale  of  the  trick.  He  gets  near  the  barrel  again , and 
Jacobi  pulls  again.  Pete  runs  in  the  house,  gets  candle , 
and  goes  to  the  bung -hole  with  it.  Jacobi  blows  it  out — 
Pete  then  looks  in  the  barrel , when  Jacobi  takes  hold  of 
Pete’s  nose  and  pulls  it,  after  which  Pete  calls  out  for 
Slopey. — Enter  Slopey,  l. 

Slopey.  Well,  well;  what’s  the  matter  now ? 

Slopey.  Oh,  Mr.  Slopey ; there  is  something  in  tha 
barrel.  It’s  a ghost,  I know  it  is. 

Slopey.  Well,  I’ll  soon  find  out  what  it  is,  go  in  the 
house  and  get  my  pistol.  ( Exit  Pete  for  pistol — returns. 
Slopey  takes  pistol,  shoots  directly  at  the  bung -hole — during 
this  time  Jacobi  has  been  lowered  down  the  trap — they 
turn  the  barrel  over , and  find  nothing  but  a piece  of  rag 
smoking.) 

Pete.  ( picking  up  the  rag)  My  gracious  ! you’ve  shot 
him  all  fiway  but  his  shirt-collar. 

Slopey.  Oh,  you  scoundrel ; it’s  all  gammon — I don’t 
believe  there  was  anything  at  all  in  the  barrel.  Now, 
then,  go  to  work,  and  don’t  let  me  hear  of  any  more  such 
nonsense.  ( Exits  l. — dunng  this  time  the  trap  has  got 
Jacobi  under  the  barrel  again — Caleb  eating  a piece  of 
pudding — Pete  gets  a piece — goes  and  sits  on  the  barrel 
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to  eat  it — Jacobi  upsets  the  barrel — Pete  falls  off,  and 
runs  about  frightened — Jacobi  keeps  within  the  barrel , and 
runs  about  with  it  on  his  head  — then  gets  it  over  Pete’s 
head,  pushes  himdown  by  the  cottage-door , Lucy  enters — 
they  run  off  together , r.  u.  e.) 

Slopey.  ( comes  running  out — tumbles  over  the  barrel) 
What  the  devil  are  yon  abont  now,  eh  ? Get  up  ; Cale, 
who  is  it  in  the  barrel  ? 

(Caleb  makes  signs  of  ignorance.) 

Slopey.  Now,  boys ; you  make  up  your  mind  that  I 
shall  stand  no  more  humbugging,  and  if  I ever  see  any 
more  of  such  capers,  I’ll  take  very  good  pains  and  start 
you  both.  Now,  then  ; do  you  hear  that,  eh  ? 

{Exit,  l. — Caleb  rolls  off  the  barrel  and  exits  also. 

Enter  Workman,  r. 

Workman.  I say,  sar;  is  you  the  man  what  keeps  dis 
shop  ? 

Pete.  Yes,  sar;  I’m  the  man  that  cleans  the  shop. 
What  do  you  want,  eh  ? 

Workman.  Well,  sar ; I’m  a poor  mechanic,  looking 
for  work. 

Pete.  Well,  sar  ; what’s  that  to  me  ? 

Workman.  Are  you  the  boss?  I’m  a cooper;  and  I 
want  something  to  do. 

Pete,  Well,  black  my  boots;  will  you? 

Workman.  No  sar;  I don’t  black  boots,  I make  barrels. 

Pete.  Say,  young  man ; if  you’re  a cooper,  probably 
I may  use  you.  Have  you  got  any  money  ? 

Workman.  Yes,  sar  ! I’ve  got  two  dollars,  and  dat’s 
every  cent  I’m  worth  in  the  world. 

Pete.  Well,  give  it  to  me,  and  I’ll  give  you  something 
to  do. 

Workman,  {gets  out  his  money  and  gives  it)  Say,  you’re 
the  boss,  ain’t  you  ? 

Pete.  Yes,  I’m  the  boss;  that’s  the  boss’s  man — I 
mean  boss  of  the  shop.  You  come  around  in  de  morning, 
about  eight  o’clock,  and  I’ll  talk  to  you  till  about  nine, 
and  I guess  you’ll  find  out  what  to  do  about  ten. 

{Exit,  l.  u.  E. 
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(Workman  is  about  leaving  rather  reluctantly , but  finally 
goes  to  the  cottage  to  get  more  satisfaction , and  raps  hard  at 
the  door , l. — Old  Slopey  enters  and  receives  a blow 
from  the  Workman  on  his  head.) 

Slopey.  Hallo  ! sir : what  do  yon  mean  by  making 
such  a racket  at  my  door,  eh  ? and  how  dare  you  strike 
me  in  such  a manner  ? 

Workman.  Are  you  the  boss-cooper,  sar,  that  keeps 
dis  shop  ? 

Slopey.  Yes,  sir;  I believe  I am  the  boss  of  my  shop. 
And  now,  sir ; why  do  you  ask  that  question  ? 

Workman.  Well,  you  see  I just  give  a fellow  two 
dollars,  and  he  promised  to  set  me  to  work ; he  said  he 
was  the  boss,  and  he  went  in  dere,  and  I don’t  want  to 
lose  my  money  in  dat  way. 

Slopey.  (aside)  Ah,  I see  how  it  is ; that  Pete  has 
had  hold  of  dis  fellow,  and  talked  him  out  of  two 
dollars. 

Workman.  Say,  sar ; what  am  I to  do  about  my  two 
dollars  ? 

Slopey.  What  am  you  to  do  ? Why,  go  to  the  debil. 
I know  nothing  about  you  or  your  money.  Come,  be  off, 
and  quick,  too,  or  I’ll  have  you 

Workman.  I want  my  two  dollars. 

Slopey.  (pushing  him  off)  Oh,  the  debil  take  you  and 
your  two  dollars,  (great  haranguing  between  them — Old 
Slopey  gets  him  off)  Ah  ! that  infernal  boy. 

(Exit  in  the  cottage. 

Enter  Pete,  l.  u.  e. 

Pete.  Well,  well;  I come  it  over  dat  fellow  very 
nice.  Two  dollars  ! That’s  just  enough  to  get  my  boots — 
how  bery  lucky.  I wish  I could  come  across  another 
one  like  him. 

Workman,  (treads  in  lightly  behind  him — taps  him  on 
the  shoulder)  Say,  give  me  my  two  dollars.  You  ain’t  the 
boss. 

Pete.  Who  says  so,  eh  ? 

Workman.  Why,  dat  ole  man  that  lives  in  there. 
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Pete.  What  dat  ole  stout  fellow  with  the  grey  head  ? 

Workman.  Yes,  he’s  the  boss,  for  he  said  so. 

Pete.  Oh,  nonsense ; dat  ole  feller  carries  out  shav- 
ings for  us,  he  ain’t  nobody.  Why,  I should  think  you 
could  easy  tell  the  difference.  ( moves  up  towards  the 
cottage.') 

Workman.  ( follows  and  catches  hold  of  Pete.)  Say, 
I must  have  dat  two  dollars,  or  you  and  me  must  have 
a fight — dat’s  all. 

Pete,  (takes  up  a hand-saw  laying  by  the  door  and  strikes 
the  workman , which  knocks  him  down.  Workman  lays 
motionless  as  if  hurt  or  dead.  Pete  very  much  frightened.) 

Oh,  dear  me,  what  have  I done — killed  the  man ! Oh, 
my  ! I say  Caleb,  (calling,)  Cale. 

Enter  Caleb,  much  excited , r. 

Pete,  Say,  Cale ; help  me  Quick,  oh,  dear  ! I’m  afraid 
I’ve  killed  dis  fellow.  We  got  a fighting,  and  I struck 
him  with  the  saw ; help  me  to  get  him  away,  won’t  you  ? 
Let’s  put  him  in  the  shop,  and  cover  him  over  with 
shavings,  (they  take  hold  and  carry  him  out — Both  return 
and  go  to  work  being  so  perplexed  they  don’t  know  what  they 
are  doing , and  hop  about  from  one  thing  to  another.) 

Enter  Slopey.  l. 

Slopey.  How,  Cale  ; be  lively  to-day,  and  finish  up 
your  work,  (calling)  Here,  Pete ; go  in  the  house,  and 
tell  Lizzy  to  come  here  immediately, 

Pete,  (very  much  agitated)  Yes,  I killed  him. 

Slopey.  What!  You  done  what?  (looking  at  Fete.) 
Clear  yourself,  sir;  and  do  as  I told  you. 

Pete,  (goes  to  the  house — immediately  returns  and  an- 
nounces.) We  put  her  in  the  shop,  and  covered  her  over 
with  shavings. 

Slopey.  You  done  what!  Well,  I believe  you’re  crazy. 
Why  don’t  you  call  Lizzy. 

Pete.  She  ain’t  in  the  house,  sir. 

Slopey.  Well,  where  the  debil  has  she  gone  too  ? 

Pete.  Oh,  I killed  him ; didn’t  I,  Cale  ? 


70 


THE  COOPERS. 


[DARKEY  2 

Slopey.  Look  here,  Pete;  if  you  don’t  stop  them 
didn’t  l’s  of  yours,  I’ll  kill  you . Go  across  the  road  to 
Mrs.  Rogers’,  and  see  if  she’s  there. 

Pete.  Oh,  Mr.  Slopey,  I’m  afraid. 

Slopey.  Go  on,  sir.  Cale,  you  go  with  him. 

(Pete  and  Caleb  both  start  up  stage  on  the  errand , when 
they  discover  Jacobi  and  Lizzy  returning,  u.  u.  e. 

Pete.  Here  she  is,  sir. 

Lizzy.  Yes,  father ; here  I am. 

Slopey.  Well,  and  pray  who  is  dis?  ( alluding  to 
Jacobi.) 

Jacobi.  Being  quite  large  enough  to  speak  for  myself, 
allow  me  to  say  that  I am  your  son-in-law, 

Slopey.  My  what?  Speak,  Lizzy;  what  does  this 
mean  ? 

Lizzy.  My  father,  it  means  that  we  are  man  and 
wife,  and  no  power  can  alter  it  otherwise. 

Slopey.  ( aside ) Well,  I see  how  it  is.  There’s  no  use 
of  getting  in  a passion,  and  what  impudence,  too.  Ho 
matter  now ; on  second  thought,  I’m  glad  of  it.  There’ll 
he  one  less  to  feed.  ( calling ) Here,  Pete. 

Pete.  Oh,  my!  he  knows  all  about  it. 

Slopey.  Cale.  How,  boys ; I’ll  tell  you  what  I mean 
to  do. 

Pete,  {aside)  Hang  us  ! 

Slopey.  How  then,  Lizzy’s  got  a husband,  and  you  are 
both  of  you  quite  out  of  your  time — I mean  to  give  up 
business  myself,  and  let  you  and  Pete  have  the  shop  for 
yourselves.  And  now,  while  I feel  in  the  humour,  we’ll 
have  a jolly  good  blow-out,  and  dance  till  we  get  tired. 
{they  all  agree — take  places  for  dancing.  While  dancing 
they  take  hold  of  hands — make  circle — and  dance  -around 
the  centre-trap. — All  scream — picture . The  Workman’s  ghost 
comes  up , with  sheet  and  mask  on — paces  the  stage  slowly 
down , and  taps  Pete  on  the  shoulder — asks  him  for  his 
two  dollars , Peter  gives  them  tvith  great  reluctance  and 
fear.  Red  fire — Picture , and 
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